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Preface 


While dad was able to sit at the computer and type up letters, emails, and stories, he 
generated many stories about his life. Dad and his friend, Plunger (Richard Reahm), 
emailed daily, reminiscing and sharing life events. Many of the stories in this collection 
are a direct result of those daily plungergrams. 

While I attended college dad wrote letters to me. I shared those letters with everyone 
and some of those letters got lost or were not returned to me. Dad’s sister, Aunt Pat, 
told how dad had written her letters over the years. She had those letters stored away. 
Forty six plus years later I still wonder what the letters revealed. I wish I had all of dad's 
letters. Dad has a way of writing that is delightful. He can make the most ordinary thing 
seem wonderful. He makes up words and also misspells some words on purpose which 
adds to the charm of his writing. 

In the August Ensign 2015 there was an article titled, “Oral Family History Fades in Just 
Three Generations". I have listened to my father try to reconstruct tales his grandfather 
told him. I have also tried to reconstruct tales my grandmothers told me decades ago 
when I was in college. I know for myself how in only three generations our stories are 
lost, if they are not written down. 

Papa’s stories are a treasure to all his family. This book is a way to pass on his stories 
for future generations. It is also a way for future generations to know what a wonderful 
person he is and will always be, throughout all eternity. 



1979 

Back row -Mike Turner, Cleston Bonde Torrey, Cleston Ronald Torrey, 
Front row - Marlyss holding Melinda, Conna, BrianT and Marne, Pam 


4 



Stories from Papa 
by Marlyss Torrey Turner 
March 2012 

Here are two stories that Papa told me when he 
was in the hospital recovering from surgery to 
remove the tumor from his spine. Months later I 
showed him the stories and asked him to edit 
them for this year’s stories. After reading them 
his only comment was, “I didn’t know that pain 
pills were truth serum! 

First Story 

Dad and I were talking about kids. He 
remembered a time when his parents had 
company and were playing cards. He felt 
ignored so decided to do something to make 
them sorry. He went to the cellar and pulled out 
a rug into the yard. He rolled himself up in the 
rug and thought to himself that he would stay there and freeze and then they would be 
sorry they ignored him. 

It did not take too long for him to realize that he did not like being that cold so he got out 
of the rug, put it back in the cellar and went inside. There was a nice warm spot behind 
the coal heater in the front room just his size and he was soon warm again. 

He never did tell anyone about that exploit till now. Of course he is under the influence 
of pain meds now so I got to hear the story first hand. 

Second Story 

When dad worked for RCA he would go up to Richmond, VA at times. One of the techs 
there was Gus. Gus was a smart tech who liked to party. After a day of work he took 
Papa to the local tavern for a few beers. When they left the building and walked out into 
the parking lot, Gus walked over to the Boarder made up of railroad ties. He climbed 
the wall, jumped up and grabbed a limb of a cedar tree. He immediately proceeded to 
swing his legs up and hook his toes on the branch. As he let go with his hands he 
yelled, "Hey Terrible, can you do this?" he was hanging upside down holding on with 
only his toes! 

Of course Papa was up for the challenge! He figured anyone could hang by their toes! 
He climbed the wall, jumped up, caught hold of the limb and swung his legs up and 
caught his toes on the limb. He let go of the branch and that was the last he 
remembers. 

From then on whenever he went to Richmond one of the techs would ask, 

"hey Terrible T, do you remember the time you. . . ." 
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Remembering Cleston 
by Vivek Srinivas 
Thursday, 6 January 2005 

I was thinking of your dad and was remembering what a wonderful person he is. He 
always made me feel at home and I loved discussing world travels and the change of 
Atlanta since he and your mom moved in 1962 from California. 

He always has a smile on his face and a joke to crack. I have so many fond memories 
of him, but one of my fondest was when he and Conna took Brian T. and I to Lake 
Lanier and we had so much fun! 

We water skied (at least, I tried to water ski) and Brian T. and I swam to a nearby island 
while your parents relaxed in the sun on the boat. 

I remember watching them from the island and thinking how wonderful a relationship 
they had after all these years. Only, if every married couple could have that! 

Yes, that was definitely, a fun weekend. He was so hospitable whenever I spent the 
night (when I lived or visited) in Atlanta or just spent the day at their house. 



Vivek Pam 
April 2003 
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Ross and Esther 1956 






Beginnings 

Ross and Esther 
by Pamela Torrey Gross 
2001 

Grandma often spoke of the goodness and kindness of her 
father and of the love that was in her home. Her parents 
had scripture reading and prayers every day. She was 
raised a Seventh Day Adventist and always considered 
herself a Seventh Day Adventist even in her later years. 
She and Ross did try to find a church to attend together 
when they first married, but the women would come visit 
her and made her miss her programs and she didn’t like 
that. 

Esther loved to read from the time she was a young girl. 
She always had a book with her, snatching bits and pieces 
of time to read. Her mother had to keep an eye out for her 
or Esther would forget to do her chores. 

Esther was at a Seventh Day Adventist academy in 
Caldwell, Idaho and she and some girlfriends decided to 
go to a dance. Ross was attending college in Caldwell and was also at the dance. 

The first time Esther and Ross saw each other was at the dance, she told her friends, 
"Wouldn't it be funny if I married that guy?" He told his friends, "I am going to marry that 
girl." 

Esther refused to dance so Ross had a friend ask her to see if she really did not dance. 
She would not dance because she was Seventh Day Adventist. 

Ross and Esther lived in American Fork, Utah. There used to be a one-room 
schoolhouse on the land where the home was built. Ross’ father was an architect and 
designed and built their house. Esther always wished the stairs were not so steep. She 
also didn't like the windows because they were very narrow and up high. 

The windows were made larger in the dining area when Esther’s sister Opal was visiting 
when Patty was very young. The dining area was dark so Opal and Esther started the 
remodeling by breaking down the wall between the kitchen and eating area of the 
kitchen to make that arch wide. The high small windows in the kitchen were also made 
larger at that time. Esther loved the sunshine coming in and African Violets growing on 
the windowsills. In later years, after Ross died, Esther had the stairs redone. 

When my dad was young the family raised chickens. Esther sure hated chickens. She 
told me about gathering eggs and how the hens would peck at her hands. They had to 
clean the eggs, which was an unpleasant task and she still hated those chickens. 

When it was time to kill a chicken for dinner Grandma had no trouble wringing their 
necks. When she told me of these things she also demonstrated how to wring their 
necks. I could tell that thinking about killing a chicken made her glad even after all 
these years. 
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Ross didn't believe in locking doors at night because a 
friend might need to come in to sleep or eat. The door was 
always open to friends and anyone in need of supper; it 
seemed they often had dinner guests. Ross was known by 
his whistling as he worked. His whistling was one of the 
first sounds heard early in the morning. I can remember 
going on early morning walks with him when they visited us 
in California. He'd talk about the birds singing and I loved 
being with him. I was happy that I woke up early and could 
be with my grandpa. I felt it was a special privilege. 

Grandpa always had a roll of lifesavers in his pocket. All 
the grandkids would climb up onto his lap so we could get 
some candy but first grandpa would tickle us or whisker us. 
Ross loved his grandkids and we all adored him too. 


Grandpa was a strong man and a hard worker. For a while 
he worked at the steel mill. One of the bosses told Grandma that when he needed a 9- 
man job done that he called on Ross. 


Dad was the firstborn. He was born right in the house in the front bedroom. Two more 
children were born to Esther and Ross; they were Jack and then Patty. 
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Ross Houghton Torrey 
Eulogy - 1967 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 


Ross was born 24 October 1907 in St. Anthony, Idaho to 
Katherine Houghton Torrey and Cleston Eugene Torrey. 

Ross enjoyed a very close family relationship with his 
parents, his sister Katherine Cleston, his maternal 
grandparents Sarah E. and Isaac Eli Houghton and his 
godfather, Dr. John P. Clark. His memories of hunting and 
fishing, as a boy, with his father, grandfather and Dr. Clark 
were dear to him throughout his life. 

He attended grammar school from 1913 to 1921. 

Between 1922 and 1925 he attended and graduated from 
St. Anthony High School where he was active in the 
Debate Club and the Athletic Association. He was a 
member of the high school football, basketball and track 
teams. From 1925 to 1928 he attended the College of 
Idaho in Caldwell, Idaho where he pursued studies toward 
a major in chemistry. 

While living in Caldwell, he met and courted Esther May Bonde. These two were joined 
in marriage 27 October 1928. Ross and his bride moved to American Fork, Utah where 
they purchased the old school property at 384 North 2nd East Street and built a home 
and poultry business. It was here that two sons were born of this union, Cleston Bonde 
Torrey and Jack Niels Torrey. 

Economic pressures of the depression prompted Ross to move his family to St. Anthony 
in 1931 where the Miller Bros. Grain Company employed him. While residing in St. 
Anthony another child was born, a daughter named Patricia Lee Torrey. 

In 1934, Ross moved his family to Parma, Idaho where he farmed for a year with his 
father-in-law, Niels Jens Bonde. 

He returned to American Fork with his family in 1935 where he re-established his home 
and poultry business. During the next eight years he maintained his-poultry business 
and was periodically employed by the Utah Poultry Processing Plant. 

In 1942 he was employed by the Kopper Construction Company to help in the 
construction of the Geneva Steel Plant. With construction of the plant complete, he was 
employed by the Geneva Steel Company in 1945, to work as an assistant chemist at 
production analysis. 

During the years 1946 through 1949 he worked for the Utah Poultry and Farmers 
Association in their warehouse and at truck deliveries. 

In 1951 he was employed at Dugway Proving Ground by the U.S. Civil Service to work 
as a change house attendant. He was keenly interested in his work and was promoted 
to a supervisor and eventually to Branch Chief of the section where he worked. He 
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remained there until December 1965, when failing health forced him into medical 
retirement. 

Throughout his married life Ross was a devoted husband and father. His philosophy 
was simplicity, moderation and the Golden Rule. The virtues of human conduct most 
dear to him were honesty, fair play, and friendship. 

He always had interest and took pride in any work he performed whether it was a 
menial or a challenging task. He was blessed with the ability to utilize and enjoy his 
leisure time. His love of Mother Nature led him to pursue the outdoor sports of hunting, 
fishing, camping and mineral prospecting. He was an avid reader, keeping abreast of 
current events in world affairs, politics, scientific and technological advances. 

The love held for Ross by his family, the affection and respect shown by his many 
friends ands and neighbors, testify to the character and worth of this man. 
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Eulogy for Esther Torrey 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey & Ralph Binnal 
delivered by Ralph Binnal 
1997 


I appreciate the family inviting me to 
say a few things about their mother. I 
met Esther and Ross 69 years ago 
when they moved next to my parents 
on 2 nd East in American Fork. 

Esther was born in South Dakota, the 
3 rd of 16 children of Niels Jens Bonde 
and Martha Sieber. Thirteen of these 
children grew to adulthood. There are 
four remaining. They live in Idaho. 
They are Glenn, Mabel, Letha and 
Wilda. I’ve known each one of them 
over the years as everyone did in our 
neighborhood because they used to 
come in our neighborhood, not to visit 
for a week, but maybe to stay the full 
school year, as Ross and Esther 
opened their home to members of 
Esther’s family that would come and 
stay and go to the schools in American 
Fork 

Ross and Esther met out near 
Caldwell where Esther had been 
raised when Ross was attending 
college out there and they were married on the 24 th of October 1928. Just before this 
time, Ross’ father, Cleston Torrey, came to American Fork to see my father and 
purchase the property next to us which is the old school property for one of the old one 
room schools in American Fork. He purchased that property and my father and Ross’s 
father remodeled that into the present home. 

I can remember when it was just an old one room schoolhouse but they made it a real 
nice school with all hardwood floors and all the things that were nice at the time. I 
guess it’s been a place of happiness not only for Esther and Ross and their children but 
for all, I would literally say hundreds, that they invited into their home and which Esther 
and Ross fed because they did not have enough to eat. I’m not sure that Esther and 
Ross had any extra money but if you ever went into their home and it was dinnertime or 
lunch time or breakfast time, they always invited you to come and sit down to their table 
and they would share their food. And if you didn’t like the food, Ross would say,” If you 
don’t like it, don’t eat it, it’ll be all the more for me,” and some of us heard that several, 
several times. 
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They moved into that home in which Cleston was born and Jack was bom, and I felt that 
I was a part of that household as much as their own children. Before they had their 
children, they used to take me in a little Model A Ford, different rides and every time the 
car went out and I was outside, they’d wait for me to run and get in with them. I 
remember one time they went up to American Fork Canyon, we’d had lunch and I think 
Ross was kind of taking a nap. I was wondering around and found something out there 
that was all curled up. I went and called to him to come and get it and there was my 
first rattle snake I’d ever seen. But these are the kind of experiences you had with Ross 
and Esther, the way they shared things with you. 

At the time that the home was built, they built a chicken coop in which Ross went into 
the poultry business and tried that. During the 1930’s, this wasn’t very profitable and 
my folks were doing the same things and they stopped for a while but it was mighty hard 
to make a living, especially anyplace. After 3 to 4 to 5 years, they moved back up to St. 
Anthony, Idaho and lived there for a short time, which Pat was born in Idaho and they 
came back. 

I’ll never forget the day, and I was talking with Cleston the other day and I said, “I was 
outside. It was hot and I could hear what I thought was a tractor coming up the road. I 
listened because it was really making a lot of noise and as I went out around the house 
to see what kind of a tractor this was, there was a Model A Ford with a four-wheel trailer 
hayrack behind it with all their furniture loaded and here was Ross and Esther coming 
back to American Fork. As they pulled into the driveway, we were so glad to see them, 
that they had come back and I don’t know how pleasant it was because it was hot.” As 
Cleston said, it even had a bunch of weeds growing all over the place. It hadn’t been 
taken care of too well. We were so happy to see them come back to American Fork 
where they remained ever since with the exception of a period of time that they lived in 
Dugway. 

Ross, after that did some odd jobs and then he worked at Geneva Steel during the 
construction of Geneva. He drove a Utah poultry truck for a period of time and then 
eventually moved out to Dugway where they stayed for several years until Ross’ health 
failed him and he got a medical retirement and they came back to live. 

Ross passed away on January 7 th , 1967 and Esther stayed in that house for the past 30 
years, not wanting to leave, not wanting to give up even with all of the times Pat had 
tried to take her to Dugway. She’d maybe want to go for a short period of time but she 
wanted to come back to her own home. She loved that home and appreciated it. She 
was happy with the home she had and she was a good mother, grandmother and great 
grandmother. 

Esther never attended church on a regular basis. Some of us do but there is one thing 
you can say about her. She was a good Christian and she lived the Ten 
Commandments. I never heard her speak one word of evil or anything that wasn’t good 
about another person. The things that Esther had were not negative. They were 
positive and good and she was thankful for everything she had. She was a good 
neighbor. She visited and neighbors, she and Ross and Hazel Sue Pulley, Aaron and 
Jenny Greenwood and my own parents, they ate many meals together and associated 
with their families. I used to say, “Esther, you should put a sign up out there that says 


Eulogy for Esther Torrey 2 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey & Ralph Binnal 
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this is Esther’s Motel” because she had so many people that she kept for long periods 
of time. 

In later years after Dugway and some of the things, she adopted the Hampton family 
and kept many of those in her house. They lived with her and they worked with Ross. 
They stayed there and you didn’t know if they were Torrey’s or Hampton’s because they 
all milled together. I think this in one way is a sad day because we won’t have that 
association, not sad for Esther because she’s gone on to be with her Father in Heaven. 
It’s sad for us because it’s a separation of being able to talk to her, of being able to see 
her and associate with her. It’s sad for us but it’s a joyful day because we had the 
opportunity of being with and meeting and associated with one of the grand ladies of our 
Father in Heaven. 

Her son Cleston, his wife Conna and their three children survive Esther. Cleston and 
Marlyss are here today, their granddaughter, and she thought so much of them. 

Cleston used to come every February for the past several years to spend a month to six 
weeks, maybe two months, staying and doing little things for her. He liked the winter to 
ski and do the things and be here. They have five grandchildren. 

Their son Jack and Jay Torrey live in Oregon. 

Pat and Howard Austin: Pat’s taken care of her mother for the past several months in 
St. George. They have four children, nine grandchildren, and one great grandchild. 

We could say many things about Esther and they will all be good. She was a good 
Christian lady and one other might say that she is probably as good a child of our 
Heavenly Father as anyone that’s lived here upon the Earth. We love her and 
appreciate her and the association I’ve had with the family. I feel like I’m a part of the 
family as much as the others, especially the Hamptons. They’ve been there of course 
and they’ve taken care of her, done things for her but I know that she’ll be happy. She’ll 
have that opportunity to have an association with Ross and her parents and brothers 
and sisters that have gone on. 

We’re all going to follow the same way one day. The thing 
we need to ask for ourselves is will we be as well prepared 
and as good a person as she was when she left. I thank 
our knowing her. I thank the Heavenly Father that we 
know that God lives and there is life after this death. That 
way we can have that opportunity of being together again 
in the future. I leave my blessings upon the family and the 
friends that are here today and others that are unable to 
be here and I do it in the name of Jesus Christ. Amen. 


Eulogy for Esther Torrey 3 
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Remembering Aunt Wild a 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey ) i/l 
19 May 2003 




I was remembering about my recently departed aunt Wilda. My 
first memory of her was during the Great Depression. We were 
living on a farm in Idaho. I was four or five and she was five years 
older than me. I recall her locking me down an old root cellar. 

The grownups had gone to town and left me in the care of my 
aunts and uncles. 

Wilda had decided I was a mean little cuss and should be locked 
away. She shut me down in the root cellar, and got my uncle 
Gordon to help keep me there. They let me go when they heard 
the troops returning from town. I didn't care much for being in the 
cellar because there were spiders down there, including black 
widow spiders. 

I don't remember ratting them out to my mom. I probably knew I 
had caused the problem with aunt Wilda. I think I had defiantly 
told Wilda that I didn't have to mind her, that she wasn't the boss_, 
of me! Apparently she proved I was wronc^ N^ ^^^ 

I remember another time when uncle Gordon got me good. He 
was carrying a basket of rotten eggs out to the field to bury them. 

I started challenging him to hit me with one. Like, "Ya! Ya! Ya! 
You can't hit me". 


He flung one and it smacked me in the forehead. That sucker 
stunk! I didn't rat him out either. He helped me clean up at the 
horse water trough. 

The rotten eggs came from an incubator operation. They would 
hatch eggs to get chicks. The rotten eggs were detected with a 
candle testing procedure. I was too young to help with those 
chores. I was just a spectator. 


15 



My Bonde Uncles 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
11 November 2010 

During the 1940s, shortly after WWII, my Bonde uncles 
would go elk hunting in upper Idaho. They would hire an 
outfitter to pack their hunting gear into a remote area of the 
Lochsa/Selway region near Lolo pass. The packer would 
haul them miles away any roads suitable for vehicles to 
travel. He would dump them off and return about a week 
later to haul them back out. I think Uncle Elvin was the ring 
leader; but all of the brothers would go if they could get free 
from any day job responsibility. 

At least one year, they took Ron with them. Ron was about 
14 when they took him. Ron was much younger than the 
other brothers. Mabel, Wilda, Opal, and Letha had been 
born between Gordon and Ron. Naturally Ron was in 7th 
Heaven to be included in the safari. 

During the hunt, Ron managed to shoot and kill a bear, a deer, and a moose. The 
moose was not legal! The brothers hid the evidence. They wanted no part of any game 
warden getting wind of the crime. They didn’t want the packer to rat them out. They got 
away with the crime. I don’t know if Ron was ever invited back or not. 

I seem to remember the bear’s hide was made into a rug. I may be FOS about that 
memory. I don’t remember there being a bear skin rug about when I would visit Idaho 
kinfolk in the late 1950s and 1960s. I do remember I was jealous of Ron’s hunting 
adventure when I was told about the caper. Both Ron and Elvin told me about that 
hunt. 

I had always planned to take a trip up the Northwestern Scenic Route, route 12, from 
Lewiston to Lolo Pass. I never did. Now I am quite certain that I never will. I have 
failing eyes and a crick in my get-along. I probably resemble Mr. Magoo as I stumble 
and mumble about. I suspect some of my cousins are still into hunting and fishing. 

Every fall my mind wanders back to hunting seasons past. This fall I was a tad late in 
remembering. This year summer has hung around until the past few nights. I associate 
frosty mornings with hunting season. I suppose the ski season is about to begin in 
Idaho’s high country by now. 

Dang! I also miss skiing! I wish I were a young twerp of 70 again. 



FOS = Full of stuff or nonsense 
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My Uncle Gordon 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
15 January 2009 

I loved all my aunts and uncles. Gordon was one of my favorites. He treated me like a 
little brother. I tried to be like him; he was my role model. As a result I learned to 
smoke and drink beer. I even planned to join the Navy as soon as I was legal; or as 
soon as I could fake some ID. I have many fond memories of Gordon; he lived with my 
folks one school year and went to school in American Fork Utah. He had helped us 
move from Idaho to Utah in 1936. 

One of the Gordon episodes happened on the farm prior to the farm they lived on near 
Star. The Bonde family lived on a farm a few miles from Nyssa Oregon. It was on the 
Idaho side of the Snake River. The family used to incubate eggs to get chickens for 
eggs and food. Periodically they would candle the eggs and cull out spoiled eggs from 
the incubator. One day Gordon was taking a basket of rotten eggs to a field for burial. I 
challenged him with. "I bet you can't hit me". He threw an egg and smacked me in the 
forehead. I don't remember any pain; but I remember it smelled bad. I screamed 
bloody murder. He calmed me down before the adults heard me. I was probably about 
5 and he was in about the 10th grade. 

During WW II he was in the Navy. He had been in the south Pacific on a destroyer. He 
had been part of the naval battles, including Kamikaze attacks. His ship had returned to 
the States; probably for battle damage repairs. He was on leave when the ship left to 
return to battle. He missed the departure; he was officially "absent over leave" as 
compared to being AWOL. He made that distinction although it meant "brig" time in 
both cases. In the case of AWOL during war time; a charge of desertion was possible. 
Desertion was potentially a capital offense. 

Gordon decided he would extent the AOL, since he would get brig time when the Navy 
caught up to him. He hitch hiked to American Fork and spent a few weeks with us. He 
turned himself in before the charge would be changed to AWOL. Our neighbors knew 
his status. No one turned him in. Everyone treated him like he was a minor hero 
because he had been in battle. During that time he and I were buddies. He would take 
me along when he went into town to socialize. I was proud to be seen with him. 

Update from Kathie Bonde Schroeder. Daughter of Gordon Bonde 
My dad LOVED the Navy in many ways. He used to tell me stories from his naval service all the 
time (I only wish I could really remember all of them...l was too little); I think, like many from 
WWII, it was a real high and low spot for him. It's interesting because I have all of the papers 
(which he saved) from that whole episode. The Navy made a distinction as well...His Court 
Martial charge was "Absence From Station and Duty After Leave had Expired". He was 
sentenced to 14 months brig time followed by dishonorable discharge along with a reduction in 
rank to Apprentice Seaman. After four months with good behavior, his commanding officer 
could "hold in abeyance" the remainder of his sentence. I have to assume that's what 
happened as he requested a discharge in April, 1946, and was granted separation in July, 1946. 
At that time, he was discharged "Under Honorable Conditions" and at a rank of Machinist's Mate 
3c. 


18 



Additional story added by Pat (Torrey) Austin 

When Gordon hitch hiked to American Fork during his stint in the Navy, he stopped by the grade 
school and got me out of the 4th grade to walk home with him. I don't know if he wasn't sure of 
where we lived, but I felt like a little princess walking beside him in his Navy uniform. I was quite 
a celebrity at school for a while. He was a neat Uncle. I just loved going to the Bonde's place 
and have so many good memories. 



Linda Redd wrote, 

The picture of Gordon in his Navy uniform is very 
special to me. While he was gone, the picture sat 
on top of our old upright piano in the dinning room. 
This was the farm house down by the Boise River. 
Every day, I climbed up there to kiss my "Uncle 
Gordon's" picture. He was my champion against 
Uncle Ron, who teased me terribly. When Grandma 
made pies she often made extra pies for me in some 
little cast aluminum pans. One day when she baked 
and put the pies on the counter top to cool, I came 
along and grabbed one pan handle in each hand. 

My hands had very large blisters on them and they 
hurt. The only person I would let touch them was 
Gordon. He even convinced me to let him stick a 
needle under the blisters and drain them. 


Kathie Bonde Schroeder 30 Jan 2009 
My husband and I (Dave & Kathie Bonde Schroeder) still laugh 
every time we hear Bing Crosby's "White Christmas" sung during 
the holidays. My dad, Gordon Bonde, hated that song. 

He was serving in the South Pacific when that song became a 
hit. It was, of course, hot and steamy in the South Pacific. 
Certainly something he wasn't familiar with coming from Idaho. 
Being in the engine room, it was unmercifully hot! They served 
long shifts with only minimal breaks for sleeping, eating and 
smoking (which they all did). He had heat rash so bad that he 
could barely move. When that song would play, it was a 
constant reminder of where he wasn’t and how horrible the 
conditions were. He could never hear that song without telling 
the story 



Gordon at the Train Depot 
In American Fork, Utah, during 
his extended leave. 
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TORREY UTAH 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
17 October 2008 

There are two volumes of Torrey Family 
in America. The research and printing of 
the books was funded by a Jay Lynn 
Torrey. There are several pages in one 
of the books telling of Jay Torrey’s 
accomplishments. He was given credit 
for running a large cattle ranch near 
Thermopolis Wyoming, which made him 
quite rich. He and the ranch were given 
credit for being the inspiration for the 
novel “The Virginian”. He was also given 
credit for organizing the Rough Riders of 
Spanish-American War fame. When I 
first read of him, I took the Virginian and 
Rough Rider tales with a grain of salt. 

He might have put his own spin on the 
tales since he funded the research. 

I checked to see if he was listed with Google. He was; there was lots of information on 
the guy. I found reference to him being the guy Torrey Utah is now named for. 
Originally, Torrey was established in 1880 by the LDS. It was named Youngstown for 
John William Young. It was later changed to Torrey. Naturally, we wonder why. 

Jay Torrey was a busy man. He had been born in Illinois in 1852. He was raised near 
St Louis Mo. He attended Washington University, and became a lawyer in St Louis. 
Later he was a judge, and a State Legislator. He moved to Wyoming, with a brother, to 
run a cattle ranch. In Wyoming he was involved with politics, again a State Legislator 
(Republican). He proposed the formation of the Rough Rider Calvary. The proposal 
was accepted by the War Department. 

Three regiments were organized and trained, with Jay leading the way. He was one of 
three colonels to lead the three regiments in the war in Cuba. Only Teddy Roosevelt’s 
regiment arrived in Cuba. The troop train carrying Jay derailed on its way from 
Wyoming; killing some horses, men, and crushing Jay’s feet. 

Later he was in the bidding as a running mate for William McKinley’s run for President. 
Teddy Roosevelt got the job. 

Jay moved back to Missouri. He worked at promoting an ideal American community. 
There was to be a town which would be named Torreytown. It would be surrounded by 
fields of fruit orchards. The town folks would be farmers and business folks. They 
would be very patriotic; he would promote grand holidays and parades for days like 
Independence Day. His dream never got very far. 
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When the State Capitol in Jefferson City burned, he offered 10,000 acres and $1 million 
to Missouri to have the Capitol moved to his Fruitville project. He and the Governor had 
a free-for-all, fighting to place the Capitol. The Governor won. 

Capitol Reef Utah is patterned much like the plans for Torreytown and Fruitville. I’m 
thinking maybe when the village and fruit orchards at the Capitol Reef Visitor Center 
were planned; the LDS may have used Jay’s plan. Why else would they have changed 
the name of Youngstown to Torrey? 

I remember dad running into a man whose name was Torrey and dad talked to him. He 
was in Idaho. He had a store, gas pumps, and tourist cabins. We spent a night there. 
The place was also the local post office, so the name of the place was Torrey. 

We were making a trip from St Anthony to Nampa via Stanley Basin. That was the trip 
when we went over Grimes Pass. Mom got out of the car and walked. She wasn’t 
about to ride in a car on that narrow, cliff-side rocky road. 

Tutu and I drove through that area on one of our western walk-abouts. We didn’t pass 
any trading post named Torrey; so I think maybe it has disappeared. I looked on an 
Idaho map; there is no Torrey listed in that area. Torrey was listed on the maps back in 
the 1940s. 

Tutu and I also spent a night in Torrey Utah. We both picked up souvenirs while we 
were there. I was getting gas at a station there. The cashier looked at my name on my 
Credit Card. He said, “You have got to be kidding me!” 

[Tutu is my son’s nickname given by me when he was playing basketball as a teen and his number was 22] 



Torrey 


Bicknell 

VSl# 


Kaetne 


Teasdak Torrey 


PatL**s 


Torrey Utah 2 
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Ginger Cookies 


by Pamela (Torrey) Gross 
recipe from my great grandma Bonde 

Yield: about 5 dozen (!4 oz. serving) 

Ingredients 

2 eggs 

1 cup sugar 

% cups shortening 

V 3 cup molasses 

2 teaspoons baking soda 

% teaspoons ground cinnamon 

% teaspoons ground ginger 

% teaspoons ground cloves 

!4 teaspoons salt 

2 cup flour 

Directions 

Beat eggs, add sugar, and mix together. 

Add shortening and mix together. 

Add molasses and seasonings, and then add flour 
Mix well. Chill several hours or overnight. 

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. 

Grease cookie sheet well (or use parchment paper) 

Roll chilled dough into size of large marble, about % to 1 inch. 

Dip into sugar and place 2 inches apart. 

The cookie will be about 2 V 2 - 3 inches in diameter once it 
bakes. 

If desired, flatten the dough with a fork dipped in sugar or with a glass 
dipped in sugar. I forgot to flatten a batch and they flattened out on their 
own and looked really nice. They look like little cracks on top. 

Bake at 350 degrees for 6 - 7 minutes for a soft and chewy 
cookie or for 8 -11 minutes for a crisp cookie Depending on your th 

oven, I bake them for 11 minutes and they are still chewy. ^0 anniversary 




Martha Alice (Seiber) Bonde (1886-1969) 

Martha married Niels Jens Bonde on 
1 Aug 1904. They had 16 children, 3 died 
as infants. Martha died at the age of 83, 
about 6 months after her husband died. 
They had a great love for each other. Her 
daughter and my grandma, Esther, said 
they couldn’t live without each other. 



Story 

These cookies were great grandpa Bonde’s favorite cookies. Dad loves them too and was 
happy to be reminded of the time spent with his grandparents on their farm in Idaho when he 
was a boy. Dad’s mom, Esther, also made these cookies. Esther was 87 and living with my 
Aunt Pat at the time, Wilda mailed her some for Christmas. Here is a note from my Aunt Pat 
when she emailed me this recipe. 

Aunt Wilda sent mom some cookies while she was here and mom just about wouldn't let 
anyone eat them so I called Wilda and she sent me the recipe. Love, Pat Austin 


Nutrition (per serving): 58.0 calories; 
40% calories from fat; 2.7g total fat; 
8.2mg cholesterol; 64.9mg sodium; 
35.3mg potassium; 8.0g carbohydrates; 
O.lg fiber; 4.4g sugar; 7.8g net carbs; 
0.7g protein. 
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Christmas and Mary Lou 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
1999 

The first Christmas I can remember was 1931 or 1932. 
Our family was living in an apartment building owned by 
my Great Grandfather Houghton. We had moved to St. 
Anthony, Idaho from Utah when I was two years old. We 
lived in the apartment a short time before moving to a 
house on the same block where my Grandparents lived. 
The apartment was on the west side of town not far from 
the public school and town library. My Grandparents lived 
on the east side of town. 

One of my favorite playmates was a girl named Mary Lou 
Rule. Sometimes we would play in a sand box on the 
apartment’s property and sometimes we would play in her 
yard. When the weather was wet and cold, we were 
allowed to play inside. 

One day Mary Lou and I got into trouble. We had been 
playing in our apartment and looking at the Christmas 
Cleston about age 2 decorations. My first clue that I had done something bad 
was when my mother let out a shriek! “What have you kids done to the Christmas 
tree?” 

This is the point that my memory first kicks in. I remember looking at the tree; it was 
destroyed! Perhaps I remember the event because of the spanking I received shortly 
after mom shrieked. She didn’t waste much time in getting dad’s razor strap and 
whacking my backside a bunch of times. She sent Mary Lou home and told her to 
never come to our place again. I can remember bounding around my mom trying to 
stay out of the reach of the strap. Of course my efforts failed because mom had my arm 
in one hand and the strap in the other hand. There was no escape! As I recall, I was 
screaming, “I’ll never do it again! I’ll never do it again!” 

After the “I’ll teach you a lesson!” The questions began. “What were you thinking? “ - 
“Whatever possessed you?” - “Why did you tear down our Christmas tree?” What kind 
of answer can you give to those kind of questions??? The vision of the broken 
branches, crushed glass balls, and tinsel everywhere was a pitiful sight. In my self- 
defense, I told mom that Mary Lou had said, “I don’t like your Christmas tree, so let’s 
tear it down.” It sounded like a fun thing to do, so we did it. 

Later, after Christmas, mom relented and allowed Mary Lou to be my playmate again. 
We were playing at my home when one of us suggested that we should cut each other’s 
hair. I did a neat job on Mary Lou. Her hairdo resembled a tufted crew cut. A pack of 
wild moths couldn’t have done it better. She did a pretty good job on me too. I always 
kind a liked wearing a Yul Brynner crew cut. Once again mom thought it necessary to 
“teach me a lesson!” It was just mom, me, and the razor strap. She sent Mary Lou 
home with a, “And don’t you ever come back, you little brat!” 
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To Ride a Stick Horse 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
1999 

A person’s earliest childhood memories are very faded, sometimes making that person 
wonder if it is really a memory, or a planted mental scene from hearing older family 
members relate events from the past. The memory that follows isn’t my earliest one, 
but it is a true one. I remember it vividly to this day. 

When I started school in the 1st grade, our family was living on a farm in Idaho. The 
farm was located a few miles east of Nyssa, Oregon. The school was located a few 
miles south of the farm. A school bus provided transportation to and from the school. 

At the end of the school day, I would take the second bus home. The school only had 
one bus so I would have to wait until the first bus load of kids were delivered home and 
the bus returned to school to pick up the rest of us. One day, while waiting for the bus 
to return from its 1st run, I decided I could probably run home quicker than the bus 
would get me there. 

I found a stick to use as a horse. Every child knows that you can run faster, and farther, 
if you ride a stick horse. I stuck the stick between my legs and started running for home 
down the country road. Apparently, I had miscalculated how far home was because the 
bus, my bus, passed me when I was about half way home. Perhaps the driver would 
have stopped and picked me up if he had seen me. However, by that time, I had left the 
road and was taking a short cut across the farm fields. 

When I arrived home, my dad was putting water in the radiator of his Model A Ford in 
preparation to go looking for me. My folks had seen the bus go by, and I hadn’t gotten 
off as expected. There was no water in the car’s radiator because my folks didn’t have 
money for anti-freeze. The water was always 
drained out after the car was used and parked. 

My dad listened to my tale of trying to beat the bus 
home. He drained the water out of his car, and 
beat my butt with my stick horse. As always, when 
he was about to spank my butt, he said, "Son this 
is going to hurt me more than it does you. But I 
need to teach you a lesson that you won’t forget." 

He was wrong about one thing. It hurt me a lot 
more than it did him. I cried and he didn’t. He was 
right about it teaching me a lesson I wouldn’t 
forget. I never missed that bus ever again. 

However, that wasn’t the last licking my dad gave 
me "to teach me a lesson I wouldn’t forget!" 


Cleston about 5 years old 
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Halloween 1937 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
31 October 2011 

I remember a particular Halloween. My folks had moved to a small town in Utah the 
previous year. I was learning new friends, and a new way of life. The folks in Utah did 
not have a Halloween parade. The kids would put on costumes and go “trick or treat” 
scavenging. Folks would dole out apples, sometime candied, popcorn balls, and 
sometimes a bit of candy. 

My mom had made my costume using the material from a Star Mills flour sack. I was 
supposed to be a cat. I had pointy ears, and a tail. Whiskers were painted on the face 
part. I had holes to look through. I did my troll through the neighborhood in the company 
of older kids. Ralph Binnal, from next door, was my mentor. He was 6 years older than I. 
His dad and my grandfather were cousins. He treated me like a little brother. 

There was one neighbor on the route that the big kids were eager to visit. His name was 
John Widdoes. He doled out real candy! However, I had a problem with John. He did 
not pass the candy out at the front door. You must come inside and talk with him a bit. 

My problem was that John was real old. He was a surviving member of the Civil War. 

He was in his 90s. He looked more like a skeleton than a man. He scared the crap out 
of me. I would have never gone inside his house except Ralph and his buddies hustled 
me in. 


John died in 1940. He is buried not far from my folk’s 
graves. I probably wouldn’t trust my memory about 
knowing a survivor of the Civil War if it weren’t for the 
inscriptions on his grave stone. 

The Trick or Treat practices of the time were about half 
and half, tricks or treats. Some of the older kids would 
rather go tricking. They would tip over mail boxes, out 
houses, or relocate folk’s property to some spot they 
would have to search for. One awful trick I heard of...but 
never tried...was to load a paper bag with fresh cow 
crap. The bag would be put on a front stoop. The 
doorbell would be rung, or the door knocked on. The bag 
would be set fire. The kids would run away and hide. 
They were hoping the victim would try to stomp out the 
fire, and mess up his shoes and front stoop. 

We dole out candy these days. We don’t get many 
callers. There are few children in this neighborhood. 

Also times have changed. Folks don’t let their kids get 
out of sight. In 1937 folks didn’t worry about kids 
disappearing. The only kid I had heard about that went 
missing back then, was the Lindberg child. His folks 
were rich and could pay a ransom. There were only poor 
folks in Utah County. 


The Salt Lake Tribune 
Salt Lake City, Utah - Jan 19 1936 



a Through a syndicated 
<| newt story concerning a 
* G. A K. convention, held 
L m Sait I-ake City in May, 
I 19M, John W. Widdoet. 

1 92, a Civil war veteran, 
has reestablished cormcc- 
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Fried Chicken for Dinner 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
August 2014 

I was about five years old when I 
remembered asking my Grandma Bonde 
if we could have fried chicken for dinner. 

She said “Sure, if you kill a chicken for 
me . 

I know she didn’t really think little kids like 
my Uncle Ronnie and I could kill a 
chicken. Ronnie was only three. He was 
the youngest of my Grandma’s sixteen 
children. 

Ronnie and I chased a chicken around 
and around the yard until we finally 
caught one. We first decided we could 
kill it by hanging it from the fence gate. 
The chicken refused to die so we decided 
we had to get its head off. Ronnie held 
the chicken while I ran my tricycle back 
and forth over its neck several times. 

The chicken still refused to die. I had 
seen my Grandma put a stick across a 
chicken’s neck, place a foot on each side 
We found a big stick and tried to repeat 
what I had seen my Grandma do, but the head still refused to leave the chicken’s body. 
Our last effort was to get the ax and chop the chicken’s head off. We managed to get it 
to the wood pile. Ronnie held the chicken while I grabbed the axe. My first chop 
managed to cut off the chicken’s beak. I took a better aim the next time and managed 
to sever its head from its body. 

We took the headless chicken into the house to Grandma and said “here it is”. 

Grandma Bonde just about had a fit. She exclaimed, “Oh! My! One of my best pullets”. 

After the shock wore off she dressed out the chicken and fried it up for dinner. Ronnie 
and I were both very happy. I’m sorry to say Grandma wasn’t too happy. 



Martha Alice (Seiber) Bonde (1886-1969) 

Taken at their 50 th wedding anniversary 

of the chicken and twist to remove the head. 
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Usually I enjoy seeing wild life critters. Especially when they are in my neighborhood. I 
grew up with Tarzan as my role model. He used to play in matinee serials at the local 
movie house some Saturdays. After watching an episode, I would go home, fetch out 
my rubber knife, stick it between my teeth, and go outside and climb trees. I wuz 
looking for lions, and tigers, and bears to slaughter. 

While I never had any luck finding evil man-eaters to slaughter, I did have some 
memorable experiences. One such experience was discovering the REAL meaning of 
pain. While high in a tree, with my rubber knife in my teeth, I slipped and fell. I wasn't 
too skillful at leaping from limb to limb. It would have been best had I fallen to the 
ground. There was plush grass sod beneath the tree. 

Unfortunately I landed astraddle a limb about 3 feet off the ground. At age 8 my legs 
were probably 2 feet long, so I didn't sprain ankles or break a leg. The limb was angled, 
which caused me to be slammed face first into the trunk of the tree. The rubber knife 
might have saved my teeth from total destruction. The pain in my guts was so great, I 
didn't realize my face was a wreck. 

I slunk home feeling sorry for myself. The shame of falling out of a tree was 
unbearable. Tarzan would never have fallen. 

When my great grandma saw me she asked, "Good Heavens child! How did you do 
that?" (I was living with my great grandma at the time) I tried to explain that the Devil 
made me do it. She smeared Mercurochrome on the scrapes and scratches. I did look 
a fright. 

Soon after that the movies started showing serials of Buck Rogers. I never got back to 
using the rubber knife. I became fascinated with Buck's backpack rocket transportation. 
I built a three-pod rocket pack from cardboard, strapped it to my back with an old belt, 
and ran around the neighborhood jumping off low retaining walls. It was great being 
able to fly around like that. 

My joie de vivre was huge when I was eight. 

Somewhere along the line it has sorta fizzled out. 
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Cream Soda 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
8 August 2003 



In the late 1930s, maybe 38 or 39, I was spending the summer on grandpa Bonde's 
farm in Idaho. Between the chores of morning milking and evening milking there were a 
lot of hours a kid could wander off and explore. Usually the wandering took us to the 
Boise River to skinny dip, fish, or look for something to shoot. We would sometimes 
sneak a single shot .22 rifle out of the house. We knew if we asked permission, the 
answer would be NO! 


One day we listened to the radio and there was a Pepsi Cola jingle playing. Something 
about, "Pepsi Cola, Pepsi Pop, twelve full ounces, that's a lot, twice as much for a nickel 
too, Pepsi Cola is the drink for you. My uncle Ron, who was two years younger than me 
said, "If I don't get me a Pepsi soon, I'm gonna die!” That set us to thinking...we 
hatched a plan. 

That day, instead of heading for the river to poach pheasants and such, we headed 
toward town, about seven miles away. Our planned destination was a small country 
church, about half way to town. One of Ron's schoolmates attended that church, and 
had described some of the Sunday school activities. The kid had mentioned there 
being a piggy bank in the church where the kids would deposit pennies for the poor. 

We had decided we were poor. We went to collect some of our money. We broke into 
the church, found the piggy bank and tried to shake some coins out of it. None would 
shake out. We were getting desperate when we noticed it was made in two pieces with 
a long skinny bolt holding the two halves together. We unscrewed the bolt with a 
pocketknife and counted our money. There must have been about a dollar worth of 
pennies. 

We decided taking all the money might piss off the Lord, so we only took 16 cents, 
figuring to beg forgiveness later. We trudged toward home, stopping at a gas 
station/store business along the way. We had planned to buy Pepsi and penny candy. 
Instead I let that rotten little uncle of mine talk me into splurging on a Cream Soda. I 
had never tried one before. Ron claimed they tasted better'n Pepsi. I gave it a try and 
was sorry. I liked Pepsi better, but it was too late. I had already opened and tasted the 
Cream. The storeowner was keeping an eye on us. I don't think he trusted us. He 
seemed to know Ron might steal something if he got a chance. Ron was a mean little 
rascal, and the storeowner knew it. He figured I must be rotten too since I was with 
Ron. 


That episode ruined me for Cream Soda. I figure I had sold my soul to the 
Devil for the price of a soda pop. I don't suppose I have drunk more than 
one Cream Soda in my life. I think I will make a run to Sam's Club and buy 
a case of Pepsi. If I don't have me a Pepsi soon, I'm gonna die! 

Anyway, I carried a guilty feeling about the affair for many years. I still felt 
guilty even after I had donated money back to Jesus. (At a different church 
of course) 



29 



My Life as Robbing Hood 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
15 August 2003 



My first bow and arrow equipment was a Christmas gift. I was about 8 
and had spotted the archery outfit in the Christmas toys display, in 
Chipman's Mercantile. From the moment I saw it, that is all my folks 
heard about. I HAD TO HAVE IT! Please Santa Claus, please Jesus! 
Bring it to me! It had suction cups for arrowheads, and a prop up target 
that looked like a polar bear. 


Somewhere before Christmas, I found that rascal hiding up in the attic. I couldn't wait! 
Every time my folks left the area, that toy and me got together and played. I practiced 
sticking those suction cup arrows on the bear, the walls, and the ceiling. I was always 
careful to have the bear, bow and arrows back in the attic before my folks returned 
home. 


By Christmas I was burned out with that toy. My folks noticed my lack of enthusiasm 
about it. They also mentioned that they knew I had found it and played with it before 
Christmas. I was horrified! How could they know? 

My dad said, "You Pisswilly! How could we not know? Look at the ceiling!" 

The ceiling was marked with dozens of round spots where the suction cup had plucked 
the soot, from the coal-burning stove, right off the painted plaster. Dad might have been 
related to Sherlock Holmes. 


The next bow and arrow came when I was about 11 or 12. I bought it with hard earned 
pennies and nickels. A kid didn't get paid much during the 1930s. Therefore I 
appreciated that bow and arrow. That is until I took the first test shot. In my haste, I 
didn't strap on the arm guard. That first shot taught me why there was an arm guard. I 
didn't have any skin left on my left forearm, from inside my elbow to my wrist. Oh, Crap! 
That smarted! 

A few days later, I tried the second shot. As far as I know, that arrow might be still stuck 
in the neighbor’s roof. I didn't try to retrieve it. Before the week was out, I was out of 
arrows. They had all susappeared into the trees, bushes, grass, rocks, and weeds. 
They might still be up in the old crick bed, somewhere between 4th North and the 
Canyon Road, in American FARK Utah. As hard as I tried, I never managed to kill 
anything. 
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My interest in bows and arrows ran out about the same time the arrows did. If guns are 
good enough for Roy Rogers, Gene Autry, and Hop Along.... they are good enough for 
me. 

My last run in with a bow and arrow was with Brian Wilson. He was dating our grand 
daughter, Marne, and was at the Turner's goat ranch practicing for the coming bow 
season. I could see he was VERY good with a bow. He offered me a shot, I tried to 
decline. He wouldn't let me! I tried and failed. Curses! 

At the time, Brian was a nice looking schoolboy kid. He is about 5' 9" and probably 
weighed about 145. He drew his bow with such apparent ease, that it sucked me in. 
When I tried it, I nearly popped all my pucker strings straining. Pound for pound, that 
kid is a lot stronger than I. If I ever get in a fight with bows and arrows, I want to be on 
Brian's side. 

I shoulda known he was strong! Brian took 2nd place, for his weight group, in the High 
School State Wrestling Tournament during his senior year. I on the other hand, 
buggered out and joined the army, during my senior year. I was tired of all the girls 
kicking sand in my face. 

That's the story of my life as Robbing Hood. 
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Life as Robbing Hood 2 


The Little Country Church Revisted 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
9 August 2003 

Ron Bonde and I revisited the little country church with my brother, Coug [nickname for Jack], 
in tow. I have an idea we may have been plotting another burglary. However, on the 
return visit, the doors and windows were all locked. We had crawled through an unlocked 
window during our first visit. Since we weren't prepared to break anything to get inside, we 
checked out the rest of the church property. 

There were two outhouses, His and Hers. Both smelled about equally bad. Flies and mud 
daubers hang around such places no matter how they smell. There was also a small 
building used for storage. It was unlocked. We snooped. We found lots of costumes, 
leading us to believe that church's congregation liked to have fun. They probably did 
shows for holidays like Christmas and Easter. 

We also discovered a honeybee nest, living inside the wall of the church. Bees were 
swarming in and out of a small crack in the siding. Naturally we thought of honey, 
and, "How can we get some?” We planned an attack! 

Dressing up in stored costumes, trying to cover all skin areas so we wouldn't get 
stung, we charged. Armed with water soaked burlap bags, we beat down buzzing bees, 
while we enlarged the crack. Eventually we got it large enough to reach inside. Coug was 
the sucker who tried. 

He reached in and said, "I feel something, I think I got it!” We were thinking honeycomb, 
but when he pulled his hand out, it was only a handful of mad bees. All of them stung him 
on the palm of his right hand. 

He was named Cougar cause he could sound like a gut shot panther. He was well named. 
Fearing his howling would bring neighboring farmers to investigate, we ran for our lives. 

We didn't stop running until we were in the thickets of the Boise River flood plain. 

Coug's right hand had swelled up like a big red balloon. He couldn't close his hand. I 
remember being glad I didn't try to grab the honey. I don't recall if the grandfolks ever 
noticed the big hand. Eventually it shrunk back to normal. 

We never went near that church again. Obviously it was being protected by Higher 
Powers. I was uneasy about Higher Powers in those days, especially if I were 
misbehaving. 
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Bike Riding 101 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
20 May 2004 

At one time, long ago, I had learned to 
ride a bicycle backwards. However, that 
is a misleading item in regard to my true 
talent for riding a bike. I was an 
extremely slow learner. It took about a 
week of constant effort and many 
crashes before I got through Bike Riding 
101 . 

The summer I would turn nine, my 
grandma Torrey helped me buy a red 
Murray bike. I had saved $6.34 toward a 
bike; she chipped in the rest. She 
ordered it from a catalogue. The bike 
was delivered in a crate, with some 
assembly required. Most of one day was 
spent with uncrating and assembly. My 
dad had a day job so I had to figure things out myself. I was also slow at ‘some 
assembly required’. 

After the assembly, I discovered my legs were too short for the bike. I couldn’t keep 
both feet on the pedals simultaneously because of the Boy Bar. To launch off for a run, 

I would put the bike parallel to the bottom step of our front porch. The pedal on the ‘off’ 
side would be up top in a slightly forward position. I would step on that pedal and stand 
on it thus launching the bike forward. Sometimes I would tip over and crash before my 
other foot could find the other pedal. Time after countless time I launched; each time 
hoping that this would be the time I cracked the code. 

Folks would come watch my progress for a while. Once they figured there was no 
progress they would leave me to my pitiful performance. By the time I could finally ride 
with some control, both the bike and I were showing some signs of wear and tear. Of all 
the kids in the neighborhood I was by far the slowest learner. 

The last time I rode a bike I was led astray by 
my grandson, Brian T. We were visiting his 
family in Houston, Texas. Brian T invited me to 
go for a bike ride on the local green belt trail. 

The unthinking rat led me many miles from 
home. His bikes had hard skinny little seats, 
which were designed to drive any hemorrhoids 
straight into your gizzard. I made a pact with 
God, if I survived that trip, I would never ride 
another bike. I have kept that promise for ten 
years. Just the memory of it has me reaffirming 
those vows. 



BrianT on greenbelt 1991 
in Kingwood, Texas 



Katie Blanche (Houghton) Torrey (1883-1972) 
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My Brother Jack 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
March 2000 

I have a kid brother named Jack; he is two years 
younger than me. I gave him a nickname when we 
were kids; I named him Cougar and called him Coug. 
The name was appropriate because he made strange 
cougar like sounds when I would whack him. I had to 
whack him quite a bit, though now I don’t remember 
why. 

My parents used to tell me that I rejected Coug when 
he was born. When he was born I immediately tried 
to give him to the Hansen family, our across-the- 
street neighbors. When my folks wouldn’t let the deal 
go through, I came up with other plans to eliminate 
the competition for mom’s attention. The next 
elimination attempt was to set him on a wad of 
newspaper and set it afire, with a match. However, 
when I had the paper, his frilly gown, and his hair 
ablaze -1 chickened out and put the fire out. I’ve 
always had a weakness with follow-through on work 
projects. My folks sleuthed the caper from the 
charred paper, scorched dress, and singed hair. He 
had made cougar sounds even at that early age, 
which had drawn my folks to the scene. 

The next attempt was while playing doctor. I dosed him with Lysol. Fortunately, my 
mom smelled the Lysol and associated it with Coug’s puking and convulsing. She got 
the family doctor to bring him back from the brink. After that I pretty much left him 
alone, except for the occasional whacking that inspired him his nickname. 

Coug was a slow learner, did poorly in school, and developed a habit of klepto 
acquisitions. I considered him to be a complete idiot, though in retrospect I wonder 
why. He always bested me in any deals I made with him. For instance, he would ask, 
“Can I borrow your bike for 30 minutes? I want to buy a comic book at the drug store, 
downtown.” I would lend him my bike. That would be the last I would see of it, or him, 
until about sundown. Coug and I played that type of scenario a jillion times. I never did 
catch on. He was always in trouble for shop lifting, breaking and entering, and running 
away from home. 

When Coug was a senior in High School, and Sylvia was in the 9 th grade, they decided 
to get together and raise a family. Her folks and my folks weren’t too keen on the idea 
but decided there should be a wedding since Sylvia was expecting. 

They popped out three young un’s in about as many years. By then, Coug was trying to 
keep up with a day job and a night job to pay expenses for his young family. He was so 
busy working, that he quit fathering. Sylvia was still in nesting mode, so she kept 
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mothering. She quickly found a new stud and moved on. Coug never saw much of his 
kids after that. He disappeared for a few years. No one knew where he had gone. 

Ross and Hagatha (nickname for Esther) grieved beyond all expectations. Sylvia and 
the kids had also disappeared. Sylvia would periodically resurface between husbands 
and live-ins, to ask my folks for money. She was never able to nail Coug for support; he 
was an elusive sapsucker. 

Coug resurfaced in Spokane. He married a cute little gal who helped him straighten his 
life out. They had a daughter and named her Wanda. Coug and Jay live in Medford; 

Wanda lives in Portland. Jack hasn’t seen the kids from his first marriage for decades. 
His two daughters keep track of me and I keep in touch with them. His son lives in 
Alaska and lives off the land. No one is in touch with him anymore. 

Other than abandoning his first kids, Coug has turned out to be a nice man. He and I 
have renewed family ties and we visit back and forth every 4 or 5 years. We would visit 
more often but he lives in Oregon and I live in Georgia. 
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My Brother Jack 2 


Sibling Rivalry 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
15 October 2012 

When Jack and I were young boys, still in elementary school, we were typical siblings 
with rivalry issues. We would often irritate each other. 

One day I went into the kitchen of our home. Jack was there messing with some 
project. I asked him what he was doing. He was holding a cup. He said, “Smell this.” 
He held the cup out. I leaned over to smell. Instantly the hair in my nose, my eye¬ 
lashes, eye brows, and bangs were singed off. He had a cup partially filled with alcohol, 
which he had set afire. The flame was virtually invisible, but it did a job on me. 

Instantly I had a need to get even. We started wrestling to get control of the cup. I took 
it away from him. However, he was successfully avoiding it being thrust under his nose. 
He would have been better off to just letting me place it near his nose. Instead we 
tussled until it got spilled on his head. His head became a bonfire. 

We both panicked. I grabbed him and held his head under the tap of the kitchen sink. 
The fire went out, but much of his hair was gone first. Also he had some burned skin. It 
didn’t blister, but it did hurt for a while. 

That may have been the day that I named him Cougar. He was screaming like a gut 
shot panther. Cougars had a reputation of screaming loud. Fortunately our folks 
weren’t home at the time, or I might not be around to tell the tale. Jack had me and my 
parents figured out. When he wanted to physically hurt me he would begin screaming 
like he was in terminal pain. My folks would run to his screams. My dad would deliver 
the punishment that Jack wanted me to get. 

If dad wasn’t home at the time of the incident, mom would tell him when he did come 
home. She would say, “Ross, you have to do something about Cleston. He has been 
beating up on Jack”, Dad would do something about Cleston. He would kick my butt. 

Many times when that happened, I hadn’t hurt him. He might goad me into shoving him, 
after he had instigated some friction between us. 

Eventually we grew up and became close friends. 



Cleston, Patty, Jack 
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Memories of the Day Patty Was Born 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
28 July 2008 

High Pat, 

I remember the day you were born quite well. I was thrilled to death. It wasn’t at all like 
the birth of Jack; I had already learned to share mom’s love by the time you showed up. 

I definitely wasn’t ready to share when Coug was born. 

You were a pretty baby with quite a bit of black hair. I can’t remember what Jack looked 
like at birth; but I must have thought him ugly, since I tried to give him to the Hansen 
family. I wanted to keep you; in fact I wanted you to be mine. You were a very good 
baby; you didn’t cry much. You were a happy child most of the time. It took a bit of 
stress and misery to make you pucker up. I think you were a lot like Pam and Evelyn 
when they were babies. I remember both of them smiling most of the time. They both 
were quick to giggle; it didn’t take much to set it off. 

When you were born, our folks were living in a small frame house; it was on the street 
just north of grandma Torrey’s. The house was just across the alley back of grandma’s 
place, and a few lots eastward. It was easy for me to leave home and go see grandma 
and Katherine. 

When you were born grandma Bonde came to stay with us awhile. Our great grandma 
Seiber, who was living with the Bonde’s at the time, died. Some of the Seiber folks 
were mad with our grandma because she wasn’t there for her mom’s death. Our aunt 
Ethel was around I think. She was a trained nurse, so great grandma probably had 
good care during her last days. 

I remember great grandma Seiber. She was real old...she must have been at least 70. 

I can remember her sitting in a chair; I can’t 
remember her saying anything. She never talked to 
me; I never noticed her talk to anyone. She was the 
first real old person I can remember seeing. Wait a 
minute! I also remember great grandma and grandpa 
Houghton. They were old and they both talked to me 
a lot. 

Anyway Pat... I thought I ought to tell you that you 
have been one of my most favorite folks. I couldn’t 
love you more...even if you were my own sister. 

Happy Birthday, (do not open until tomorrow) 

Cleck 



37 


My Career of Milking Cows 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
27 June 2005 

Surely I must have told you about my career of milking cows? It started at a very young 
age. From age 4 to 6 I lived on and off at my Viking grandfather’s farm; a small dairy 
herd was part of his cash flow. Early on I begged to be allowed to milk cows; I hadn’t 
been in the army yet, so didn’t know volunteering was stupid. The big folks would let 
me try...and fail. My mitts were too small to mash milk out of a cow’s tit. 

Later, when we were living in Utah, my dad had a cow for our own milk. My begging 
continued; he let me try. Eureka! My mitts had grown some and the cow was a 
Jersey/Guernsey type who had smaller and softer tits. I could skeet milk into a pail, into 
my mouth, at the cat, etc. My dad was happy with my success; he transferred the chore 
of cow milking to my willing hands. Two days later I tried to negotiate a return to status 
quo. It was no deal, the milking job was mine. I milked her in the morning before 
school and I milked her in the evening after school. 

During the winter after school, I would run home and grab a “before supper” bite to eat; 
usually a loaf of bread and a quart of canned peaches. I would then listen to about an 
hour of kiddie soaps on the radio. There was “The Lone Ranger”, “Jack Armstrong”, 
“Red Ryder”, “Little Orphan Annie”, and probably a few others. The kiddie soaps would 
be over by 6 PM and so would the sun shine. I would be in the dark as I trudged to do 
my evening chores - milk the cow, gather the eggs, bring in the coal and kindling for 
next morning’s fire. Did I mention that I had some fear of being alone in the dark, 
outside? There were a few episodes where a strange and sudden noise would happen 
before I could get the lights on in our chicken coop feed room. That is the location the 
chores of milking, feeding hens, and gathering eggs took place. My dad had no 
sympathy for my fear; his attitude was that I should have taken care of things before sun 
down. I always vowed to do just that; do the chores before dark. Unfortunately, my 
talent for “Manna man!” was already well developed. A few years later I had outgrown 
my dread of being in the dark; no boogey man had ever grabbed me. 

When I would visit my grandpa’s farm, he would have me as part of his milking crew. 

He milked about 20 cows and sold the milk to a Dairymen’s Co-op. I would milk 4 or 5 
cows, as would grandma, and my uncle Ron. Grandpa would milk the rest, including 
the large Holstein cows with the large, stainless steel tits. It took mitts of steel to 
squeeze milk from those cows. Later, when milking machines became part of the 
process, Ron and I could handle the whole herd. 

That experience led me to know that I was not cut out to be a dairy farmer. They must 
milk the beasties at least twice a day, seven days a week. Where’s the future for fun in 
a schedule like that? 
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Bovine Beasties 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
19 March 2006 



A one legged stool 


Have I ever used a one legged milking stool? Yes I have. My 
Grandpa Bonde owned enough of those rascals that he could put 
about six folks to work milking cows. 

All his cows had been de-horned; the same with the steers that were 
being raised for dinner. He didn’t keep a bull; he bartered with a 
neighbor for the use of a bull when he wanted more calves. 
Consequently there were no fear issues with his herd; my cousin Ron 
and I could walk through the pasture on our way to the Boise River for 
our daily Tom Sawyer/Huckleberry Finn adventures. 


My dad kept one milk cow and usually one potential bull. Dad didn’t bother with de¬ 
horning nor with steerizing the calf that was invited to dinner. By the time the calf was 
old enough to butcher, he would be big enough to start to worry me. I would raise them 
as pets but when they hit their equivalent of ‘teen-age’ it became smart to stay alert. 

The only bull that threatened our daily scampers was the neighbor’s bull. Sometimes 
we would cut through the neighbor’s pasture to take a short-cut to a different stretch of 
the river. That bull was MEAN! He stood guard at the boundary fence and guarded his 
territory with a show of dirt pawing and grunting. We were terrified of that sapsucker. 

To cross that pasture we would sneak up to the boundary fence staying low and out of 
sight. We would make sure that devil wasn’t anywhere close enough that he could 
catch us. With that reassurance we would hop the fence and run like crazy. 

Sometimes the bull would catch our action out of the corner of his eye; he would come 
running. We were always to the fence at the edge of the river’s flood plain wilderness 
well before the bull arrived. We could dive to the ground and roll under the bottom 
strand of barbed wire in the blink of an eye. The fence was substantial enough and 
electrified so that the bull couldn’t get to us. He would just snort, paw the ground, and 
invite us to ‘try that again’. 

On the days when we found him to be too close to our short cut for the adventure to be 
reasonably safe, we would take a long-cut to the river. The long cut required a hike 
through a thicket of brambles, swampy sloughs, and a bunch of extra time. 

My grandpa’s river-bottom farm was a young boy’s paradise. An irrigation canal ran 
through it on the south side, an artesian spring fed creek ran across the middle, and the 
Boise River was the north boundary of the farm. There were all sorts of fish; from cat 
fish to trout in the creek and river. The flood plain wilderness hosted ducks, geese, 
pheasants, quail, and partridges. The creek was too cold for swimming but the river 
and the canal were OK. 

World War II was still going on during the last year 
worked and played at that farm. 

That farm provided some of my best memories. 


lat I 
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Chores, Chores, and More Chores 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
25 April 2003 

We had more lawn than I liked to mow. I would procrastinate about mowing 
until the grass was long. Long grass is super hard to cut with a reel type 
mechanical mower, which had no engine. I would have to back up a few feet 
and charge. Momentum would allow about two feet of grass to be cut before 
the mower stalled out. Then I would back up, clear the reel blades from 
plugging grass, and charge again. 

I would curse the long grass and vow not to allow it to grow so long next time. I always 
broke that vow. My dad never bought a power mower until after I had moved away. 

My dad also had a cultivator with different kinds of blades to bolt on. His 
cultivator didn't have an engine, just two wooden handles, a large iron 
wheel, and a mounting bracket where I could bolt on plows, cutting blades, 
etc. I would have to back up and charge forward with that sapsucker too. I 
wasn't big and beefy like my dad who could push that rascal at a steady 
walk as it turned a furrow or cut a swath of weeds. He made it look so 
easy, but it wasn't. 

We had plenty of chickens, eggs, dairy products, beef, and venison, and 
homegrown vegetables and fruits. We always grew a large garden for our 
food source. Somehow I got the lion's share of tending that garden. We had 
fresh produce in the summer and canned food for the winter. Mom would 
spend the summer canning fruits and vegetables. I don't know why we called 
it "canning" because she used glass Mason jars. By fall there would be 
hundreds of quarts of fruits and vegetables, and hundreds of pints of jelly/jam. 
We had a basement full of canned food, plus lots of stored roots like potatoes, carrots, 
beets, and parsnips, also a few bushels of apples and pears. We ate good but had to 
work to produce it. 

We didn't do rabbits because my mom was raised an Adventist. Those folks worry 
about Levitical Law regarding clean and unclean meat. Having been told that rabbits 
and frogs were unclean stopped me from trying them until I was nearly a teenager. 
Curiosity led me to try lots of things that I didn't tell my folks about. Rabbit and frog legs 
were two of them. I will take the Fifth on some of the other items. I had to sneak away 
from mom to try rabbit, frog legs, etc. I liked chicken better than rabbit. I liked frog legs 
real well the way my aunt Mabel cooked them. Later I tried some in a restaurant and 
didn't care for those too much. I've never gone back for seconds. Once on a kid's 
wilderness adventure I killed, cooked, and ate a Sea Gull. They are a protected bird in 
Utah but I don't know why. They taste terrible! I didn't care much for it. It is stronger 
than wild duck, which I don't care much for either. I don't know how Sea Gull stacks up 
with Leviticus but it ought to be classed unclean. 

Mom wouldn’t have served things like lobsters and crabs in my childhood days. I'm 
sure they would have been declared, "unclean!” However, I only had to have one go at 
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lobster and king crab to figure out, "Who cares?” Mom learned to like lobster, king crab, 
and shrimp.... but she never ate those things around her mom and dad. 

Our kids grew up thinking milk comes in cartons, bottles and jugs. Little do they know! 
They think eggs come in crates and cartons. If they knew where those eggs came from 
they might not want to eat them. 

My dad had a day job, so weeding the garden, feeding the animals, milking the cow, 
collecting the eggs, cleaning and casing those sapsuckers, and fetching in kindling and 
coal were my responsibility. 

I can relate to a chore list which was sponsored by dad. 400 rabbits ought to be a piece 
of cake. They only poop out those little hard mini marbles. They don't lay eggs. They 
don't peck your hand when you collect eggs. They wouldn't peck your hand if they did 
lay eggs. I know because I raised rabbits just for the fun of it. 

My dad had 2 acres, at least 400 egg laying chickens, a milk cow, a half grown calf for 
next years meat, and a cook stove and space heater that had to be fed coal, if we 
wanted to eat and keep warm. 


If you have 400 egg-laying chickens, about 360 of them will lay an egg every day. 
About 200 of them will shit on the egg after they lay it. If enough time elapses, before 
the eggs are collected, the shit turns hard and is a PIA to clean off. I would collect the 
eggs at the end of the day, after school was out. That was enough time for most of the 
shit on eggs to dry out and turn hard. Me, Jack Armstrong, and the other 15-minute 
radio serial programs would spend an hour or so every evening with hundreds of shity 
eggs. 


Now that my dad is safely dead, I will confess. Sometimes when I was collecting those 
dirty eggs, a particularly nasty one would get broken. All the leghorns would flock to 
gobble the goodies. I would tell them, "Next time, when you recycle that sapsucker, 
don't crap on it!” They never paid any heed. 


My dad had shovels, hoes, and rakes. Our vegetable 
garden grew lots of weeds, so I learned how to use 
shovels, hoes, and rakes. Our garden and berry patch 
must have been about 14 an acre. Trying to keep it 
weed free made it seem huge. Maybe that is why I 
have never been keen to have a garden of my own. I 
only grow a few tomato and cucumber plants to 
appease Conna, 

Thinking about all the chores I had as a kid has made 
me tired. Maybe I had best go take my first nap. 




Ross Torrey about 1963 
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Chores 2 


Early Daze Opportunities 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
5 August 2010 

Most of my first career opportunities were learning tenant farmer skills for about 10 cents 
an hour. Despite the fact that FDR (Franklin Delano Roosevelt) had signed a Minimum Wage 
Act, calling for 25 cents an hour in 1939; kids in Utah County had never heard of such 
riches. 

I usually elected to work for ‘piece-meal’ contracts instead of hourly wages. I could make a 
bit more. If I contracted for $4 and acre to thin sugar beets; I could usually make about a 
dollar a day. It was hot, sweaty, back-busting work. Free coke and ice cream were not 
included. The only time I saw Alfalfa, or Shirley Temple; would be in the movies. There 
were no rich and famous folks living in Utah or Idaho, not that I knew of anyway. 

This year Atlanta has set a new record for HHH weather this year. We have had more 
than 45 days where the temperature has been above 90. Today is predicted to be in the 
high 90s; with a “feels like’ temperature of 102 to 110. I could have moved to Arizona and 
got those kind of ‘feels like’ hot flashes. Anything I accomplish outside will happen before 
noon...maybe before sunrise...now that I ponder the situation. 

Mostly everything around here is dependably status quo. The total lack of excitement has 
weaned me off Alka-Seltzer. It has been months since I et one of those buggers. Life is 
looking OK, even if it is a bit dull. 

HHH = hot humid hazy 



Very interesting. At least to me. These scenes 
are about like I remember the farming my 
grandpa Bonde did. The beet thinning is the 
only one that I can’t relate to. I did thin beets; 
but I have no memory of crawling along with a 
bucket. I do remember crawling. The thin row 
of beet seedlings had to be thinned until there 
was only one beet about every 6 inches...more 
or less. I am not certain about the spacing now. 
I remember a short handled hoe that I used to 
chop out the space between plants. Then the 
clustered seedlings left had to be culled to one 
plant only. That had to be done by hand. 
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Wash Day 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
9 May 2011 

I never did wash doll clothes, but I had a working knowledge of lye soap, wash tubs, 
wash boards, well water, and a “hand in a ringer” episode. I remember my grandma 
Bonde making lye soap. I remember her making lye with wood ashes and water. The 
soap was made from lard and the lye. 

Lye soap was used for clothes and personal bathing during the 1930s. My grandma 
was from Missouri, so she had the latest southern technology of the day. I thought lye 
soap stung my eyes more than store bought soap. It also tasted worse when I was 
punished for using four letter words. 

Grandma’s wash day was a big day. She raised 13 kids of her own; then helped my 
mom raise another 3 for a couple years. Monday mornings the guys would pump water 
into all the wash tubs and oblong boilers, before they went to do field work. The water 
was heated on a wood burning stove; which was cozy in the winter, but brutal in the 
summer. The washing was done in the wash house; which was separate from the main 
house. The washer was powered with a small gasoline engine. It was a Maytag. It had 
a power ringer; though there was also a separate hand cranked wringer for small 
batches of hand washed items. I managed to get my hand snagged up in the power 
wringer when I was about 5. Grandma’s quick reflex released the wringer’s pressure 
adjustment before my hand had gone very far through the rollers. I bawled and 
squalled anyway. 

All the clothes were hung on clothes lines with clothes pins. The folks in town would 
hang sheets on the outer lines, and the unmentionables on the inner lines. The folks in 
the country didn’t care who saw their skivvies. It was all in the family. 

Years ago an Alabama grandmother gave the new bride the following recipe: This is an exact 
copy as written and found in an old scrapbook - with spelling errors and all. 

WARSHING CLOTHES 

Build fire in backyard to heat kettle of rain water. 

Set tubs so smoke wont blow in eyes if wind is pert. Shave one hole 
cake of lie soap in boilin water. Sort things, make 3 piles 
1 pile white, 

1 pile colored, 

1 pile work britches and rags. 

To make starch, stir flour in cool water to smooth, then thin down with 
boiling water. 

Take white things, rub dirty spots on board, scrub hard, and boil, 
then rub colored don't boil just wrench and starch. 

Take things out of kettle with broom stick handle, then wrench, and 
starch. 

Hang old rags on fence. 

Spread tea towels on grass. 

Pore wrench water in flower bed. 

Scrub porch with hot soapy water. 

Turn tubs upside down. 

Go put on clean dress, smooth hair with hair combs. 

Brew cup of tea, sit and rock a spell and count your blessings. 
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Life on the Homefront during World War II 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
March 2000 

World War II started December 7, 1941 for the USA, when the Japanese attacked Pearl 
Harbor. I remember the day vividly because all the grownups were very concerned 
about it. At the time I was 12 years old, my first year of attending junior high school in 
American Fork, Utah. Monday at school, the day following the Japanese attack, not 
much class work was accomplished. Everyone was saying things like, “Those Japs 
have got to be stupid! We’ll kick their butts within two weeks.” 

History tells that it wasn’t quite that easy. During the next four years, all Americans felt 
the impact of the war. The young men, 18 years and older, were subject to the draft. 
Many were taken into the armed services, trained for war, and sent to war. Many of 
them were killed, even more were wounded, but thankfully most returned home alive 
and well. 

Many items of normal living were rationed. Some foods such as meat and sugar; some 
critical things like gasoline, tires; and most building supplies, such as lumber were doled 
out on a priority bases. People were given coupon booklets, which were used to qualify 
for the purchase of rationed items. My father had a gasoline allotment, which was 
insufficient for him to drive his car to work every day. He would walk to work on most 
days; it was a six or seven mile round trip. I think his allotment was 3 gallons a week. 

The school kids were encouraged toward patriotism through war effort programs. We 
would buy Savings Stamps for 10 cents each. The money was to go to the war effort. 
The stamps could be used to buy a War Savings Bond, once you had $18.75 worth of 
them. That bond would eventually grow in value and be worth $25.00, if you lived long 
enough. The kids also collected scrap metal and old car tires to turn in for reclamation. 

I remember stripping tin foil from gum wrappers and cigarette packages thinking I was 
helping to whop the Japs and Germans. 

One day at school they held an assembly in the auditorium to tell us the Japanese were 
sending bombs in balloons to blow up Americans. Supposedly some had landed in 
Washington or Oregon and blown up some pine trees. We were warned to stay clear of 
anything that looked like a landed balloon. 

My Uncle Gordon Bonde from Star, Idaho was in the Navy when the Pearl Harbor attack 
happened. He was in San Diego, California at the time. He spent most of the war on a 
Destroyer in the South Pacific and had many tales to tell. The tales of Japanese 
Kamikaze attacks seemed to be his most vivid memories. 

Another uncle, Elvin Bonde, from Emmett, Idaho, was a Marine. He also saw action in 
the South Pacific. His last battle was on Iwo Jima. He said it was very bad and 
wouldn’t talk about it much. 

Everyone cheered when we dropped the atomic bombs. We felt the Japs deserved 
what they got. 

During World War II, captured German soldiers were sent to the USA and held in prison 
camps. One of those camps was located in Idaho near my grandfather’s farm. The 
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prisoners were allowed to do farm work under armed guard for which they were able to 
earn a little money for themselves. 

I spent summers during school vacation living, working, and playing on my grandfather’s 
farm. I can remember working at weeding his sugar beet fields where some of the 
German prisoners were also working. I was able to talk to one of the prisoners during a 
lunch break. The prisoner was young, blond, blue-eyed, and handsome. He was 
learning to speak English. In fact he spoke English quite well. I remember being 
surprised how nice he seemed to be. He didn’t appear to be the cruel, arrogant Nazi 
that I imagined all Germans to be. 

Camp Williams in Utah was used for training black troops for a while. Prior to that, 
people living in Utah had not seen many black people. About the only place a black 
person was seen in Utah was at the railroad stations. They worked for the railroad and 
a few lived in Salt Lake City and in Ogden; their homes being near the rail stations. The 
soldiers from Camp Williams would come into the towns of Lehi, American Fork, and 
Pleasant Grove for recreation. The local citizens wanted to be patriotic and treat the 
soldiers with courtesy, but they didn’t want them dating their daughter or sisters. Some 
of the girls were rebellious and flirted with them anyway. There were a few fights and 
bloody noses over it but nothing serious. There were no murders or lynching like we 
heard happened elsewhere. 

The little towns of Lehi, American Fork, and Pleasant Grove didn’t have much in the 
way of recreation available. Each town had a movie house, a few pool halls, and a 
diner or two. Lehi had a roller skating rink. The soldiers wouldn’t stay long when they 
learned there wasn’t much to do in those towns. 

The steel mill in Orem was built during the war. America was concerned that the 
manufacturing centers might be targeted by the Axis powers. A new, harder to target 
steel mill was planned and constructed in Utah. Also Utah had plenty of iron ore, coal 
for coke making, and limestone for slag. The steel mill provided the first high paying 
jobs that were ever available in Utah County. 

My father worked on the construction of the steel mill. He helped build the coke ovens. 
He also worked there after it was built. He became the chief chemist in the testing lab. 

I was working there also during the summer break from school when the war with Japan 
ended. I was working at a blast furnace. It was hot, dirty, noisy, stinky, and hard work. 

I didn’t like it much. I was 16. I remember thinking,” I’ll sure be glad when school starts 
so I will have a legitimate excuse to quit this job.” 

The day Japan surrendered, the people in American Fork were happy. The main street 
going through town was a traffic jam of cars cruising back and forth, honking their horns. 
Some of us tried to take advantage of the situation by kissing pretty girls. I didn’t do too 
well but any servicemen present were doing real well 

I was sorry the war was over. I hadn’t had my chance at being a warrior and becoming 
a local hero. However, later when I was in the army I reconsidered my wishes to be in a 
war battle and become a hero. I didn’t want any part of it. 
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WW II Prisoners of War 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
31 March 2006 

I have a vivid memory of the day that war started for the USA; I was in the 7 th grade of 
school when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor. Not much school work got done 
come Monday morning; we were all too busy saying things like, “Are those Japs stupid 
or what? We will kick their butts in a couple of weeks!” As it turned out it took two or 
three times that long. Before it was over I was thinking I might turn old enough to join 
in. My plan then, was to help John Wayne finish them off. 

I also remember the POW’s being used for labor. There was a POW camp of German 
prisoners near my grandfather’s farm. He had the use of POW labor to help with his 
sugar beet crop. I worked along side of a few German prisoners. I remember one in 
particular. He was trying to learn English and I was fooling around trying to learn a few 
German words and phrases. The lad was a blond, blue eyed, nice looking and nice 
acting fellow. He didn’t appear to be much older than I. He didn’t fit my image of a 
rotten Nazi. 

Tutu passed on some tidbits of WW II facts (or possibly fiction) that he had picked up 
from the History Channel. He told me how many POWs were held in the USA; it was an 
enormous number; more than I would have guessed. There were hundreds of them! In 
fact there were hundreds of thousands of them. 

Some of them had been interrogated after they were here awhile. More than two told of 
how amazed they were when they were being shipped by train to the interior of our 
country. They were totally amazed at how large the USA is and how prosperous our 
country looked. There were no visual signs that a war was in progress; there were no 
black-outs at night and no roving military patrols among our population. Their food and 
quarters here were better than was provided them by their military establishment. 

About 2 lz of them elected to stay in the USA after the war ended. I suppose there 
wasn’t much left of the major German cities for them to go back to. 

One of those guys lived in this neighborhood; he croaked a few 
years ago. He never learned English well enough for me to hold 
a meaningful conversation with him. I’m sure he had some 
interesting stories to tell. I could understand him well enough to 
know he was proud of being a Nazi; he still thought of Hitler as a 
hero. He would tell me that America wouldn’t have all the crime 
we have if we had a strong leader like Hitler. 

The kids in the neighborhood were wary of him. They would walk 
on the other side of the street when they passed his house. If a 
dog or kid got close to his property he would hustle out shouting 
and waving his arms. He might throw pine cones at the dogs. I 
used to think about tossing dog poop into his yard when he wasn’t 
looking. Thinking about it made me chuckle; I never did that but I 
had fun thinking I might. 
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Interesting Episodes of Younger Days 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
29 April 2006 


During WW II a bunch of us school kids were hoping to find 
a summer job between school duties. We responded to an 
ad which touted job openings at the Deseret Chemical 
Depot, a DOD facility about 40 miles west of Lower Lehi. 
Four of us made a trip to Deseret in an old beat up 1934 or 
35 Ford. We filed our applications and headed home. 

We elected to take a short cut over Mercur pass. Mercur is 
a ghost town now but was a thriving mining town a hundred 
years ago. Naturally we had shootin’ irons along in case of wild Indians, wild animals, or 
maybe a deer to poach. We had a good time shooting at things along the way. It is a 
rough road that goes through Mercur. It is only used by hunters during deer season or 
sheep herders who graze animals in the area. The weeds growing in the road give a clue 
that not much vehicle traffic goes through. Mercur is high up on top of a mountain. The 
main road has to make a long detour around that mountain. 



We did good until we headed back downhill toward Lehi. Somewhere about halfway 
down the mountain I heard Monte Hampton (who was driving) say, “Look Out! Here we 
go!” 


I turned and looked at Monte. His face was flushed, his eyes were bugged out, and the 
veins and muscles of his face and hands were bulging. Before I could ask him “What 
happened?” we left the road and totally wrecked that Ford. It rolled a few times before 
slamming into a huge rock which stopped us. 

We all crawled out of the mess; we were leaking blood and trying to pat loose patches of 
bark back in place. Before I could ask Monte, “What were you thinking?” he offered, “The 
steering wheel locked up!” 


I forgot to mention that the car had no brakes. We all knew that before we drove to 
Deseret. What some of us didn’t know was the car had a locking steering wheel that was 
defective. The ignition switch would lock the steering column in the OFF position. On 
that car it would sometimes lock up while you were driving along. The car’s owner, 
Donald Condor, had ran off the road and torn down a few fences prior to our trip to 
Deseret. We were about five miles from any highway that would have any traffic. 

Waiting for help wasn’t one of our choices. 


We hid Donald’s tools and our guns in the bushes and hiked out. Eventually we found a 
ride back to civilization. Later, Monte and Donald went back for the car, guns, and tools. 
Siwash and I went to our favorite pool hall to shoot a little pool. 


Donald thought we should help him with the cost of getting his car fixed; we told him to 
“bugger off”. He dropped Si and I from his list of friends. 

Si (Dale Hampton) and Monte Hampton are brothers 

Donald was killed in Korea. 

Si was killed in a motorcycle accident. 

Monte died of old age at 66. 

I got married at 21 and went straight. 
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The Best Years of Life 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
30 July 2000 

I joined the Army January 3, 1947 for an 18-month hitch. Basic training was at Fort Ord, 
California then another 8-week training course in automotive electronics, at Aberdeen 
Proving Ground in Maryland. I was shipped to Korea, via Camp Stoneman, California. 
Korea was home from July 47 until April 48. I got an early release. 

After being discharged, I got a job working at Geneva Steel Mill at their blast furnace. I 
knew right away that attending a blast furnace wasn't a permanent career plan. I 
contrived to enroll at Utah State A & M when the fall semester started. I selected 
Chemical Engineering as a Major goal. During enrollment for the 2nd semester, I 
thought, "Chem Eng is tough, it's requiring me to study, I think I will change to Geology. 

I like Geology". 

Soon I realized that I had already acquired the necessary two hours of "things I had to 
know", so the party times began. Being on short dole, the partying was mostly pool at 5 
cents a cue, and beer at 10 cents a glass. My college career ended one spring morning 
in Jackson Hole, WY. An end-of-the-semester party got out of control, leading me 
astray. I was in the Silver Dollar Saloon with 18 cents in my jeans, with the beginning of 
a dreaded hangover. Final exams for the semester were to begin the following morning. 
Jackson hole is a couple hundred miles from Logan, Utah and on the wrong side of 
Teton Pass. 

The buddies that had driven me to Jackson were staying, so I hitchhiked and walked 
back to Logan. I remember wishing I had brought a coat along because it was snowing 
on the Pass, and the hitching was not working out too well. There was a lot more 
walking than I had anticipated. By the time I got back to Logan, the final exams were 
history. 

The Geology thing started a new hobby. I roamed the mountains with a pick hammer, 
magnifying lens, and a bean sandwich, looking at stuff. One of the things I looked at 
was a galena seam in quartzite, obscured by creek water running over it. Despite the 
location, 10,000 feet up in the Wasatch Mountains, my dad, a few friends, and I decided 
to dig it out and get rich. We staked and filed 6 mining claims, bought a bunch of 
dynamite, drill steel, and sledgehammers. The summer of 49 was one long 4th of July. 
We drilled, blasted, and mucked; we swatted and swung at the swarms of deer flies; we 
subsisted on beans and crick water. We became very tough and hardy carrying all the 
supplies up the hill, and all the "high grade" down the hill. 

My personal involvement in the venture ended when one of the buddies took our "high 
grade" to a rock shop, and traded it for some personal party money. He claimed there 
was only enough money for a party of one. After that, I tried a winter with ACM in Butte, 
MT (AMC- Anaconda Copper Mining Company). The weather was cold, and the smelter 
roaster ovens too HOT! I could have stayed on the blast furnace. 

Then I tried a summer in New Mexico, building houses at Los Alamos. Again it was too 
hot, I could have stayed on the blast furnace. Truthfully, Los Alamos is a delightful 
place. I could find it easy to live there. 
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Along came the Korean fracas, and it's been a downhill slide ever since. My 2 nd Army 
tour lasted about 16 months. My marriage tour is two weeks short of 50 years. It's 
been hot! I should have stayed on the blast furnace. 
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Troop Transport 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
30 August 2007 

During the first two World Wars American troops were shipped overseas in ships. The 
berth assignments were patterned after practices of the slave trade; every inch of space 
was utilized for a body. Somewhere along the line the Army lost faith in traditional naval 
personnel, they decided to run their own troop transports. 

After WW II the Army acquired some surplus cargo ships previously used by the 
Merchant Marine. There were two classes of those cargo ships; Liberty was one 
class...CRS (can’t remember stuff) prevents me from naming the other one. Neither one 
was very large as ship size goes; probably because Axis subs were sinking them so 
fast, America didn’t want to invest in big un’s. The Army named them after heroic 
soldiers; one class was named after enlisted men and the other after Generals. 

I sailed to Japan and Korea in a General and came home in a Private. The first ship 
was larger, so I made up the part about the big un’s being named after Generals...it 
seemed rational to me. 

The troop sleeping racks were installed over the below deck cargo hatch covers. Those 
ships also carried cargo, stuff like cars and household goods for qualified military 
personnel. When we would hit a port where there was cargo to be moved, the hatch 
covers would have to come off. While the hatch covers were lifted, there was no place 
to sleep. The troops would be huddled about the open hatch watching as stuff was 
craned in and out from the lower cargo holds. When I remember back, I know why I am 
not enthused with taking a vacation cruise. 

We stayed in Yokohama for several days while stuff was craned out of the hold. The 
troops were unloaded from the ship and assigned to a replacement depot camp. Later 
we were loaded back aboard and moved to Inchon Korea. Another fine adventure was 
waiting for us. 

Inchon doesn’t have a harbor. Ships anchor way out from shore and small craft are 
used to take stuff ashore, including troops. The day they transported us to shore it was 
raining...no! It was pouring! We were instructed to climb off the ship using cargo nets, 
to the little boats bobbing about below. Over the side we went, carrying our duffle bags. 
It was obvious it would not be a good thing to slip and fall. My CRS isn’t so advanced 
that I forget that day. Why can’t I remember what I did four days ago? 

A year later, when we were returned to America, the procedure was reversed. Climbing 
up the cargo nets was more difficult, but it wasn’t raining. The ship was smaller and 
seemed more cramped. The return home was marked by a storm. The troops were 
kept below decks while the pitching and rolling was going on. The puking was almost 
universal, even some of the crew joined in. The chow lines to the galley were very short 
for a couple days. That was an unexpected bonus for some of us. I hate long, slow 
chow lines. 

The mess galley where we would eat meals was small. There were metal eating 
surfaces that we would stand at while we ate. Only a couple dozen guys could eat at 
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the same time. There were about 700 troops on that transport; one chow period would 
merge into the next one. It wasn’t your typical cruise food experience. 

When I got back to San Francisco an offer was made that I could re-enlist...but I just 
buggered off. 

You can’t imagine my horror, when two years later an invitation for me to return arrived. 
I figured life was over; but it wasn’t. Radar school, RCA, and a bunch of kids have kept 
me busy since then. 
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Troop Transport 2 




Private Johnson In 






Army transport docks at Fort Mason today from Korea with 574 
/ W«JS ^ _ passengers. _ Qft***' 




I have been thinking about the cargo net climbing in Korea. I remember climbing down 
in the rain; but I don’t really remember climbing up when we were leaving. I don’t 
remember how we got on the Private Johnston. Maybe there was some other way to 
get aboard. I and CRS can’t really remember. It seems logical that some kind of 
portable stairway could have been provided. Cruise ships use tricks like that. Who 
knows? I don’t 
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Military Drop-out 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
3 February 2007 


My experience with KP, guard duty, open barracks billets, 
and endless bivouac training had me planning to bugger off 
from the army at the first opportunity. 

However, I now remember those army days as being one of 
the most interesting times of my life. I eventually even 
forgave the army for sending me to Korea, when they sent 
many of the other guys I trained with to Hawaii. In fact, I am 
very certain my Korean tour was more memorable than a 
Hawaiian tour would have been. 

My first tour with the army was a short one. It changed my 
destiny. The Gl Bill gave me a way to experience some 
college exposure. I was only a year behind my high school 
classmates who had the resources to attend college 
immediately after high school graduation. 

The short time I spent in college, before I buggered off, turned out to be a blessing. 
When the Korean War broke out I was immediately recalled to the army. A train load of 
us retreads were hauled to Fort Lewis Washington. Troop transports were leaving that 
area, headed toward Korea weekly, if not daily. I was not looking forward to a Korean 
cruise. There was only a small area around Pusan where US army lads would be 
welcome. The North Koreans had the rest of South Korea and all of North Korea. 
Those sapsuckers were trying to shoot us! 

At Fort Lewis, I and a few other lads were plucked out of the ranks. We were sent to 
Hanford Washington. The duty in Hanford was endless field training with an AA outfit. 
The duty was miserable, but it was a lucky break from duty in Pusan. I was grateful for 
the reprieve. 

I was also grateful for the college math that 
got me picked to attend a Radar School in El 
Paso, TX. I was to be the AA Battery’s radar 
repair technician. The radar class lasted 9 
months. My duty as radar repair technician, 
back at Hanford, lasted only a few months. I 
was discharged back to civilian life. The 
electronic training from the radar school 
helped me get a job with RCA. The job with 
RCA resulted in me meeting up with my good 
buddy, Plunger. My life has been a series of 
serendipitous lucky breaks and a few 
disasters. 

Romacly was a buddy during basic training before 
going to Korea. Romacly went to Panama. 



Romacly Torrey (age 17) 
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65 Years Ago Today... 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey (also known as Terrible Torrey) 

29 July 2011 

What were you doing 65 years ago today? I was hitchhiking 
through Montana, with plans to visit Calgary, Canada. I had a 
traveling companion, a 15 year old friend. We hadn’t asked 
parental permission. It is easier to get forgiveness than to get 
permission. 

We were stuck out in the boondocks somewhere between 
Missoula and Flat Head Lake on an Indian reservation. Our 
last ride had been with an Indian in an old smoking clunker. He 
dropped us out when he turned onto a dirt road leading to his 
wigwam. We could see it in the distance. The sun was going 
down. There was no traffic, so we hiked on. 

Sometime before midnight, a young couple picked us up. They had a few rental cabins 
on the shore of Flat Head Lake. They had us sleep in one. The next morning they fed 
us breakfast and the guy hauled us on to Kalispell. He worked there. We spent July 30 
hitchhiking through Glacier National Park. Our travels took us over Logan Pass on a 
scenic road called the Highway to the Sun. It is listed as one of America’s scenic 
highways. My plans to revisit it never happened. 

A guy who picked us up stopped at a snow bank to take a picture. The road had not 
been opened from the winter snow until about June. The snow bank was about 15 feet 
high as I recall. The guy scratched July 30, 1946 in the snow and asked me to take his 
picture. He had an Argus C3 camera, with a split image focusing adjustment. I did not 
understand his instructions about its use. I doubt that the pictures I took for him turned 
out. He was headed for Iowa, so I didn’t care. I knew by the time he found out, he 
would never find me to kick my butt. 

We never did reach Calgary. We ran out of money. We found a job in Cut Bank. A 
grain farmer hired us to work on his farm. He had about 2000 acres, half of it was 
planted with barley. Half of it was left fallow. Periodically the fallow portion would be 
cultivated to kill the weeds. The following year it would be planted and the other half of 
his farm would be left fallow. We helped with the fallow cultivation and stayed on for the 
grain harvest. He was paying us $5 a day, meals and a bunk house to sleep in. There 
was no place to spend money, so we were slowly getting rich. 

When school started, the harvest was still a work in progress. I didn’t return home. My 
folks were pissed. They finally raised enough noise that I did go home about the 1st of 
November. I flew home with Western Airlines on a DC 3. It was my first time in a plane. 
I felt Golden! 

A couple months later I decided to join the Army. My dad reluctantly signed for me. I 
needed his permission since I was 17. I had taken a bunch of GED tests and gave the 
results to my high school principal. I was issued a diploma when my class graduated in 
June. I never regretted joining the Army. It was an interesting tour. I took basic training 
at Fort Ord California, and a Track and Wheel Maintenance school at Aberdeen MD. 
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From there I was sent to Yong Dong Po Korea. Even that tour was interesting; but I 
was happy when it was ending. I was ready to go back to the Rocky Mountains. 

When the Korean War started a couple years later, I was called back into the Army. I 
was at a POE (Point of Embarkation) near Seattle, waiting to be shipped to Korea. Instead 
a few of us were assigned to an Anti- aircraft Battalion and stationed at Hanford 
Washington. I was sent to Fort Bliss to a Radar School where I spent most of that tour 
of duty. I was the Battalion Radar Repairman. I spent the last few months of that tour 
playing war games in the Washington desert. It was as busy as Basic Training had 
been. The program worked our butts off. I was glad to get discharged. I knew a 
military career wasn’t in my future, not if running away and hiding was the only other 
alternative. I knew the mountains real well. I figured I could hide out forever. 

I had observed the hobos of the depression years drifting about, looking for something 
better. I had gypsy instincts. I had to check it out. I had a small amount of cash to pay 
the way. A loaf of bread cost a dime. I could drink crick water and forage for 
vegetables and fruit. I had it figured that I could make it through the summer on about 
$20. I was wrong. I splurged on an occasional hamburger, and some fireworks. My 
buddy and I had to tarry a time or two and find day jobs to earn some spending money. 

Mostly we slept in straw stacks and grain bins, with the owner’s permission. Catching a 
ride while hitch-hiking was easy back then. We did splurge $5 for a tourist cabin in 
Riggins Idaho, and another $5 for a room in a tavern in Wallace, Idaho. Kids could 
never get away with that kind of caper in these times. 

Terrible Torrey 



65 years ago today 2 
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My First Camera Was a Brownie Box 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
11 June 11 2006 

My first camera was a Brownie box; it was a cock, point, and click camera. 

There was no adjustment to be made for focus, light level, or shutter speed. If 
the camera had film, if the light was within reason, if I could hold the camera 
still, and if the subject didn’t move; I might get a recognizable picture. I used 
that camera from the time I was about 9 years old until I joined the army. 

It must have had a ‘pin hole’ lens, because the ‘depth of field’ was from here to way over 
yonder. I managed to take a few keepers with that camera. I was a potential Ansel 
Adams. Only the cost of film and processing kept me under control. 

While in the Army I bought a Kodak camera; it had an accordion bellows which allowed 
me to fold it up into a hard case. It was durable and could survive being packed in a 
duffle bag with all my other worldly possessions. It too had no focus adjustment but I 
could change the shutter speed. I took some keepers with that camera also. 

I acquired the Argus C3 from my parents; they had elected to give up photography about 
the time Conna and I were married. We took so many pictures and slides with that 
camera that we have several thousand keepers. Unfortunately time is fading the slides; 
they are all sliding to a sepia tone color. Pam has taken them to scan and convert to 
digital format. Later in life Ralph Crook passed his Argus C3 on to us; we have two of 
them. Somewhere in all the junk we keep there are two Argus C3 cameras. 

My next camera was the 35 mm Minolta SLR. I bought it mainly because it was a pain to 
do photo copying with the Argus. I was using it to make slide presentations of visual aids 
for RCA meetings. I and Rube Goldberg set up and along with that Argus would spend 
hours shooting a slide show. The Minolta moved me up to ‘lickety split’ speed with photo 
copying. I still have the Minolta along with a bag full of lenses. It hasn’t been used for 
years. If I left the battery in it, which I’m sure I did; it may be rotted out inside. I’m afraid 
to look. 

We went through a bunch of ‘point and shoot’ automatic cameras. With those, Conna 
took over the position of family photographer. She is a quick draw with a camera; she 
can burn up a six pack of film in a heartbeat. A day trip to site-see could use up a six 
pack easily. The cost of processing lots of film became an issue with me; I complained a 
bit. 

When the kids gave us the Digital camera it was an unexpected blessing. Now Conna 
can take thousands of pictures without spending a penny for film. There are about 3000 
pictures loaded to our PC hard drive. They are set up to be our “screen saver”; when I 
come in to check for Plungergrams, I usually sit and watch a slide show of family pictures 
for a while. 

I have a Love/Hate relationship with cyber digital things. I am in awe of the capabilities, 
but I am dumb about learning to operate the equipment. My cousin, Steve Bonde, 
recently mentioned something about a camera with a 22 Meg image pickup. . How far 
can technology take this continued improvement? 

Flabbergasted in Plumb Nelly... 
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How Conna Met Cleston 
by Conna Horrocks Torrey 
2001 

I was six months past my sixteenth birthday. It was the 4 th of 
July, and my family was on a picnic up Provo Canyon, in 
Utah. Lila Allred, one of my best girlfriends, was with us. 

After lunch, Lila, Joanne, and I went and sat on some rocks 
by the river. We were approached by a young man who had 
been fishing in the Provo River. He came over to us and 
introduced himself as Monty Hampton. During the course of 
the conversation, he asked us if we would like to go to the 
movies that night. He said he had a younger brother, Del, 
and a good friend, Cleston, he would get to go with us. We 
told Monty we would need to get permission from our parents. 
My mom and dad were handy to ask but Lila’s were not. We 
had to talk like Trojans to get my dad to agree to let Joanne 
go. She was only fourteen. I can’t remember how we connected with Lila’s parents, but 
we ended up going to the Drive In movie with Monty, Cleston, and Del. It was obvious 
from the first that Monty planned to end up with Lila. Since Joanne was younger, it was 
reasonable that she would end up with Del. Cleston was left for me. 

We had a good time at the movie. I don’t remember what we saw but we all got better 
acquainted. On the way home Cleston told me he had just been released from the 
army. He turned from a young man into an adult man before my very eyes. That made 
me quite nervous. 

Sometime later we all went on a picnic up American Fork Canyon. That evening, Monty 
was driving us all home. He let Cleston and Del off in American Fork at Cleston’s 
house. He planned to drop Joanne and me off next at our house. I think he wanted to 
be alone with Lila when he took her home. 

When we got to Cleston’s house, his mom was out raking leaves on the front lawn. 
Cleston got out of the car, jumped over the ditch in front of his house, swooped his mom 
up in his arms, and twirled around with her. I was very impressed. My mom had always 
told me if I wanted to know how a man would treat his wife I should watch how he 
treated his mother. I decided then and there that Cleston would make a good husband. 

We dated off and on for the next two years. We didn’t see a lot of each other since 
Cleston was attending college at Utah State in Logan, Utah. Cleston never asked me to 
go steady, so I continued to date other guys even though I liked him the best. My little 
brother Garold really liked Cleston. One time when I was getting ready for a date with 
someone else he told me he was going to tell Cleston on me. I told him if he did, 
Cleston might not come back, so he promised not to tell. 
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My luck didn’t hold out however, because another time I was ready for a date and 
Cleston arrived unannounced. I had to tell him I was going out with someone else. He 
left, and I could tell he was quite unhappy with me. Time passed and he didn’t come 
back to see me. 

I was working at a bra factory in Salt Lake that summer. One day I was moaning to one 
of my co-workers about not seeing Cleston. She said I should call him. I would never 
have thought of calling on my own. Girls just didn’t call boys in my day. I knew he was 
working at the Celery Plant in American Fork for the summer. Somehow I found the 
telephone number and called him from work. He was located at the plant and came to 
the phone. I told him who I was and said I wanted to see him. I don’t remember him 
saying much of anything but he did come back to see me. 

He gave me an engagement ring during my senior year of high school. After 
graduation, I started attending the LDS Business College in Salt Lake City. About three 
months later the Korean conflict started up and Cleston was called back into the army. 
He was seventeen when he joined the army the first time. He had a hard time getting 
his dad to sign the release form so he could join. They sent him to Korea and he was in 
the army about seventeen months. When he was being released, the line for the 
Inactive Reserves was the shortest line, so he got into that line. He figured they would 
call the Active Reserves back before the Inactive Reserves in case of a war. However, 
it didn’t work out that way. The Inactives were called back first for the Korean Conflict. 

We were devastated when he got his call to go back into the army. We hadn’t planed 
on marrying for a while. I wanted to finish Business School and Cleston wanted to finish 
at Utah State College. However, his dad told him if he didn’t marry me before he went 
away, I probably wouldn’t be there waiting when he got back. He did ask me to marry 
him and we were married on August 18, 1950 at my parent’s home in Bluffdale, Utah. 
Cleston left about a month later. I was eighteen and a half and he had barely turned 
twenty-one. As I look back on it, I can see we were only babies and should never have 
married so young. 

Who knows whether or not we would have 
married had we waited? He was the only 
non-Mormon boy I ever dated and the only 
blind date I ever went on. Also, what is the 
chance of a Cleston and a Conna ever 
meeting? I guess we were meant to be 
together. Had we waited we might not 
have the same kids we now have. That 
would have been a bad thing. 

OUR KIDS ARE THE BEST! 



59 


How Conna Met Cleston 2 



Conna and Bluffdale 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
30 July 2010 

Conna was mostly raised in Bluffdale Utah. It isn’t even a wide spot in the highway. 

It was a crossroad on the rural Redwood Road. 

One direction headed toward Camp Williams. 

One direction headed north toward Salt Lake City. 

One road headed east toward the State Penitentiary. 

The road west headed toward the mines in the mountains. Her dad worked in a mine, and 
ran a small farm. Working in a mine wasn’t my first choice of a career. 

I have no idea how I found her. I seldom had traveled through Bluffdale. 

I never visited the Penitentiary. 


Redwood Road: 

There are a number of stories 
surrounding Redwood Road and 
how it received its name. The most 
credible appears to be that 
Redwood road was at first used as 
a surveying line to lay out plots for 
the west side of the valley. 
Redwood stakes were used by the 
Territorial Surveyor to mark the 
line. 

http://historvtoqo.utah.qov/facts/faq.html 


A little history on BLUFFDALE 
BLUFFDALE, named for its twenty-five square miles of bluffs and dales, extends from Flerriman on the west 
to Riverton on the north, Draper on the east and the Utah County line on the south. Originally it was part of 
West Jordan, first settled in 1848-1849. 

On July 29, 1858, Orrin Porter Rockwell paid five- hundred dollars to Evan M. Green for sixteen acres of land 
near the Crystal Hot Lakes (adjacent to the present Utah State Prison). This land included a hotel with dining 
facilities, stable, brewery, and pony express station. As the community expanded, the Bluffdale area became 
part of South Jordan, then Riverton. 

In 1883 the Bluffdale School Precinct was formed from parts of Flerriman, South Jordan and Draper. On 
August 1, 1886, the Bluffdale Ward of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints was organized with 
Lewis FI. Mousley as Bishop. For a short time the town was called Mousley. 

There are seven irrigation canals that originate at the Jordan Narrows in the Bluffdale area and serve the 
Salt Lake Valley. One of the earliest was the Utah and Salt Lake Canal started in 1862. Some of the early 
buildings included an adobe church, built in 1887-1888, a tithing house, and a three-room schoolhouse 
constructed in 1893. 

http://history.utah.gov/apps/markers/detailed results.php?markerid=2113 
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The Honeymoon Sandwich 
by Conna Horrocks Torrey 
2 November 2011 

When Cleston and I were first married, we lived in a little apartment in American Fork, 

Utah. We only lived there for about a month since Cleston had been recalled to the army 
when the Korean War started. 

It was amazing how hungry we would be in the middle of the night while living in this little 
apartment. We would get up and make this amazing sandwich. It consisted of two pieces 
of toasted bread, with a smashed egg, bacon, lettuce and tomato in between. If you’ve 
never had one you should try it. 

When I was able to join him in El Paso, Texas a few months later, we lived in a little trailer 
that consisted of a make down couch that was uneven at one end, (Cleston had to sleep 
with one foot on the floor to keep from sliding off), a little stove, sink, with a few cupboards 
in the middle, and a small table and two folding chairs at the other end. The chairs had 
Jinko Yamaguchi printed on the back. 

While there, we had some good friends we played cards with. That was all we could afford 
to do on $50.00 a month. Billy and Joyce would say, “Bring Jinko down and play some 
cards”. The guys would turn empty bottles in for the deposit and buy some beer to drink 
during our card games. It was cheap but we had fun. 

We did go to a movie one time in El Paso. Cleston had read a lot of Edger Allen Poe’s 
stories, and one was called, “Bucket of Blood”. He told us this had to be a good movie. 
Take my word for it. It wasn’t. 

We had been there about six months when I became pregnant with Pam. I have never 
been as sick in my whole life. I couldn’t keep anything on my stomach. I would usually be 
fine in the morning until Cleston tried to kiss me goodbye before going to Radar School for 
the day. I would immediately start heaving and run for the sink. He would feel so bad. 

There was only one thing I could eat during this time and that was our Honeymoon 

Sandwich. This went on for about three months and I lost 
about twenty pounds, but that was okay since I had gained 
weight after going to Texas. To this day that is still my 
favorite sandwich. We don’t have them as often anymore 
and definitely not in the middle of the night. 

We had another excursion while I was pregnant in Texas. It 
was a bullfight in Juarez, Mexico. Joyce and Billy had his 
mother visiting them. She was worried I would mark my 
baby because of the bull fight. Maybe I did since Pam was 
born looking like a little Mexican with black hair growing 
down her neck and on her shoulders. I thought she was 
beautiful, but was afraid others would think she looked 
strange due to all the hair. I did get over it, and the body hair 
did go away. She was a beautiful baby. I entered her in a 
beauty contest when she was six months old. She only 
came in as second place. I didn’t know how they could be so 
Pam at 6 months blind. To me she was definitely a first place baby. 
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The Early Daze 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
13 March 2003 

Our living arrangements in El Paso were POSH compared to 
those that proceeded. When I was first assigned to a post in 
Hanford WA, Conna informed me that she was going to join 
me. I had taken a quick look for an apartment, and in a panic 
said, "For God's Sakes! Don't come, there's no room at the 
Inn.” 

All spaces had been filled with AEC scientists, technicians 
and other high pay folks. The deluge of military folks, created 
by the Korean War call-up, had folks living where animals 
used to stay. 

Conna informed me that I had promised to care for her when 
we married, so I had better find a place pronto, and meet the 
4 PM Greyhound bus come next Thursday. I located a 
renovated chicken coop in the town of Pasco, about 15 miles 
from Richmond where I was based. The rent was 66% of my 
total paycheck. 

I borrowed the 1st Sgt's jalopy to pick her up, and check us in at the Cockadoodledo 
manor. I wuz thinking, 'Oh migod! What have I got myself into?” I had no car, I hadn't 
found anyone living in Pasco and working in Richmond to share a ride with. My 
desperate strategy was to leave Pasco at about 4:30 AM and jog, trot, walk the 15 miles 
to Richmond's 8 AM Duty Roster. Having no alarm clock, I kept one eye on a 
wristwatch all night waiting for 4 AM to arrive to start my day. The first day I did catch a 
ride hitch hiking, and was in Richmond in plenty of time. I had a couple hours to kill 
before going to work. 

Fortunately, that very day, I was informed I was to head for El Paso to go to Radar 
School. We packed Conna's bag and put her on a bus back to Utah. I caught the bus 
to Seattle and a plane to Texas. 

The Scattergoods are friends we met while living in El Paso. They are living in Florida 
now. Bill worked the NASA program at Cape Kennedy, while I was taking the flogging 
at RCA. They live about 6 miles south of the Cape. Their original home was Augusta 
GA, and both have a southern accent that is classic. 

One night when Conna and I were living in Utah, we heard a voice call out under our 
bedroom window. "Connah! Toe-ree! Kin y'all heer me?" 

I awoke with a start and said, "Ohmigod! That sounds like Joyce Scattergood! It was. 
They were in transit from a TDY in Oregon, and were heading for Philadelphia. Bill was 
working for Philco at the time. It was Philco that took them to Cape Kennedy. Later, Bill 
switched to Pan American...they paid more. 
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They had rousted a bunch of our neighbors looking for us in the wee hours of the 
morning. We got several comments from the neighbors...like... Did the KKK ever find 
you last night? 

We fixed them a bed for the night, fed them breakfast come mornin', begged them to 
stay a few days, accepted their Gotta Go, and sent them on their way. We have kept in 
touch with Christmas cards and an occasional visit. They have folks living in Georgia, 
including Atlanta. 

The only other army guys I kept track of were friends I joined up with. Those folks are 
now dead. 



Cleston and Conna 



CB holding Marlyss and Pam 


Feeding little Cleston 
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A Big Pot of Potatoes 

by Conna Horrocks Torrey 
2 November 2011 

We had been married about two years, and were living in an apartment above a garage 
in Murray, Utah. I thought I was doing a pretty good job of cooking on our limited 
budget, but I wasn’t cooking the foods Cleston loved the very best. 

My mom always cooked a good variety of things. She never dwelled on the same foods 
all the time. So I cooked what little we had the way I thought she would have done. 

One day I came home from shopping and discovered Cleston had cooked a big pot full 
of potatoes. I asked him why he had cooked so many. He said, “I love potatoes and 
you don’t cook them very much, if at all”. Believe me, I started cooking more potatoes. 

I never dreamed he liked them so much. I guess he came from a meat and potato 
family. His mom always offered to cook you something to eat when you visited her. 

She would say, “It will only take a minute to cook a potato”. Our daughter Pam has the 
potato gene. She says she loves potatoes too. 

Here is a picture of Pam in a coat I made for her. I made the hat too, not the fuzzy hat, 
but the one she is wearing as she walks down the dirt lane that goes to our apartment in 
Murray. 

I loved sewing many if not most of the clothes for my children. 
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Breakfast, Lunch, and Dinner 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
9 March 2007 

My grandma from the Ozarks taught us all to eat breakfast, dinner, 
and supper; we almost always ate at home. The result of that 
Dogpatch lifestyle led me into liking home cooking; especially moms 
and grandma’s home cooking. When Conna and I dine out, it is 
after my arm looks like a pretzel. Conna is usually willing to dine 
out; she gets tired of cooking meals. She loves to bake bread, 
cookies, and cakes; but man cannot live on bread alone; he must 
have steak and taters. 

Most of our dining out happens on Sunday afternoon. We often visit Tutu on Sundays 
and we will go somewhere to eat. Tutu doesn’t cook other than microwave popcorn, or 
other microwave fast foods. We usually go to a Mexican place; we all like La 
Casuella’s. Occasionally we will try Chinese, Italian, or American restaurants. None of 
us are too enthused with Applebee’s. 

Tutu usually stops by here after work on Friday nights. Usually I will grill steaks and 
bake taters. We fill in with salad, vegetables, and garlic toast. Conna keeps pie, cake, 
cookies, and ice cream on hand. 

When I was a kid I learned to cook a lot of things; I watched mom and grandma when 
they would be cooking. I had a need to learn how to cook because they thought three 
meals a day were all a boy needed. I had a yen for about six meals a day. I would fill in 
when they weren’t looking. 

I always figured a meal without potatoes was missing something. My love of spuds 
might be part of the reason why Idaho grows so many of the lovely rascals. I was living 
in Idaho when I evolved into a spud bug. 

When Conna and I were first married she took over the preparation of meals. I ate a 
bunch of BLT sandwiches during the first month of marriage. We also ate a bunch of 
grilled cheese sandwiches with a bowl of tomato soup. 

A few weeks into our marriage, I came home one night, after work, to find Conna was 
not home yet. She had gone to visit my folks for the day. I didn’t sit and sulk; I said, 

“Oh Boy!” I hurried and cooked up some taters and made some gravy using moms and 
grandma’s recipe. Conna came home to find me pigging out on taters and gravy. She 
picked up on my spud habits about then. It was hash-browns for breakfast, and either 
taters and gravy, or a baked spud with butter for the other five meals. Actually, Conna 
trained me to be OK with three meals a day. She is a very good cook; her meat loaf, 
spaghetti and sauce, and other dishes are superior. Naturally none of us are svelte. 

I have a sudden desire to fix a tater, egg, and toast....adios. 
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Our 1 st Christmas Together 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
25 December 2008 

Fifty eight years ago Conna was spending her first Christmas away from her folks and 
siblings. I was spending my second. We were in El Paso TX, where I was attending a 
radar school. 

I had arranged with the Army to rent on-base housing. They were to take the rent out of 
my pay; the balance I would get to spend on whatever. The balance was about $50 a 
month. Our housing was a small trailer, in a park full of small trailers. The bed was a 
couch that let down; there was a small table and two chairs; a small ice box that 
required ice; and a two burner gas stove. A communal latrine was the bathroom and 
laundry facilities. 

For our first Christmas alone, I spent the $50 balance on a PX watch and a card. I think 
we feasted on BLT sandwiches for our Christmas dinner. I have no recollection of what 
gift Conna gave to me. I didn’t care...she was enough. 

This year I had pre-purchased a lovely Christmas card. I put it in that place I use when I 
don’t want to misplace things. This morning I went to fetch it. AARGH! I cannot find 
the sap-sucker! I have looked everywhere I can think of. No doubt I will see it lying in 
plain sight next year. 

This morning we are going to drive to Athens with Mike, Marlyss, and Matthew. We 
plan to spend some time with Michael, our grandson. He doesn’t see much of the 
family; he has no dependable transportation, except walking...and maybe a bicycle. 
Folks should be together as a family during Holidays. I know that is true because I have 
been told so. 
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Camping Capers 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
15 March 15 2006 

I have spent a few nights sleeping in the bed of a pick-up 
truck. Most of the time I had something like an un¬ 
exploded air mattress to make it work out OK. 

Conna spent one of those nights with me. We had the 
sleeping bags and the air mattresses but we didn’t have a 
camper shell. We would have not remembered that night if we’d had a camper shell. It 
rained hard that night....really HARD! Conna has not been tempted to try that scene 
again. 

We were camping at Bear Lake, a small lake that is in the high country at the 
Utah/Idaho border. We were sharing a vacation trip with Ralph and Margaret Crook. I 
had borrowed a truck and camping trailer from Conna’s brother and dad. Ralph had 
borrowed a ski boat and some water ski things from one of his buddies. We were 
pooling resources; I volunteered the camping trailer to Ralph and Margaret; telling them 
that Conna and I would make out in the pickup truck. 

The weather looked like possible rain so I tried to provide shelter if it did rain. I had 
rigged a cover using tree limbs and a canvas tarp. When it started raining it felt cozy at 
first. Then the thunder, lightning, and prolonged deluge caused a problem. The canvas 
tarp started collecting water instead of shedding it. Eventually it was sagging down 
making it obvious that things were going badly. Conna noticed it first and woke me up. 
She said, “Look! Water is making the roof sag”. 

I said, “Don’t touch it or it will start to leak”. I didn’t say that quickly enough. She did 
touch it; she tried to push it up. It did leak; it leaked a lot....fast! In a short, short we 
were soaked. Conna made a dash to the camping trailer and moved in with Ralph and 
Margaret. I moved to the cab of the truck and spent the rest of the night mulling the 
situation. 

The next morning the sun was out; water skiing was the planned event. We did a few 
runs before we messed up the boat. We spent the next day and a half trying to repair 
the boat. Without many tools and no parts we had limited success. I suppose Ralph 
returned the boat to his friend and told him he needed to fix it. 
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The Wilderness Experience 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
25 October 2004 

I suspect that Conna’s higher standards and 
expectations regarding camping facilities is 
mostly my fault. When we were first married 
and very new to sharing things, I took her on 
some hairy camping trips. To call them 
camping trips is blatant misrepresentation; sort 
of like calling the Bataan Death March a hiking 
experience. We didn’t really go to be camping; 
we went so I could hunt, fish, water ski, hike, 
climb, and look about. The wilderness 
experience was my pipe dream, and the bare 
bones camping gear was my oversight. 

For example, almost 52 years ago to the day, I 
took her with me to hunt deer. Our camping 
gear was two sleeping bags which could be 
zipped together, two air mattresses, a 6’ x 8’ 
tarp, a pan, a coffee pot, and a smidgen of 
camp food. My mom and dad were with us but 
they were equipped a tad better; they had a 
tent. The first night was OK; it didn’t snow very 
much. The second night we had moved to a 
different location fearing we might be snowed 
in where we were. That second night brought 
tons of snow. We had spread the tarp over our 
sleeping bags which were on the ground. When we awoke the next morning we could 
hardly move; about a foot of snow was on top the tarp. 

Conna was new to such experiences but took it very well. She didn’t complain about 
anything; just pitched in and made do. To me it was just a normal camping event; 
everyone in the Rocky Mountains expects it to snow during deer season. It was only 
after about a half dozen more such camping adventures that the complaining began. 
Eventually it evolved into a decision on Conna’s part; “I hope you clowns have fun, but 
I’m not going to be there!” 

Now a rough camp out is a night in an off season Holiday Inn when the pool is closed 
for the season. Gradually I have lost my lust for misery; my Joie d’ Vive has pooped 
out. I agree with Conna now; being comfortable is better than camping with Torrey. We 
no longer have any camping gear; the boat, pickup truck, tent, camping trailer, portable 
grill, and many other things have been sold, given away, or sent to a land fill. 
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A Sack of River Rocks 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
March 2000 

When my youngest nephew, Howdy, was about 10 years old, he got in trouble. 
He and a few cohorts busted out a bunch of schoolhouse windows, throwing 
rocks. They were caught red-handed and chastised by the local fuzz (MPs at the 
Dugway Proving Ground, in Skull Valley, Utah). Howdy’s dad may have whipped 
his butt, but I doubt it, Howdy being the baby of the family. However, the kid took 
it hard. 

The next day, when Pat and HJ returned home from their jobs, there was a note 
from Howdy. It said, “I’ve had it! I’m leaving home and I’m never coming back. 
Everyone just takes me for granite!” 

A quick search disclosed Howdy, a sleeping bag, a loaf of bread, a jar of jelly, 
and a jar of peanut butter were missing. Before they could dial #69812 (the 
military equivalent of #911), the back door sneaked open. 

There stood a sheepish Howdy. The sun had gone down, the temperature had 
dropped, and the coyotes were starting their evening song. 

On his next birthday, I gave Howdy a sack of river rocks and a greeting card 
inscribed, “There’s a few windows on the school house that you missed, buddy.” 

HJ (his dad) said, “El Toro! You’re an idiot!” 

HJ - Howard John 
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A River Runs Through It 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
11 March 2007 

Prior to our move to California with RCA, Pat and Howard were our closest social 
friends. HJ [Howard’s nickname] and I shared hunting and fishing events whenever we 
could sneak away from our day jobs. Idaho and Montana were the preferred 
destinations for fishing; but some mornings before work, we would scurry to the Provo 
River to fish for trout. A few mornings when a feeding frenzy was taking place, we 
would be late for work. 

Trout fishing would be on the Snake River in Idaho, or the Madison River if we were in 
Montana. The salmon fishing would be on the Salmon River in Idaho. On one 
extended vacation period we had been fishing for trout in the general area of West 
Yellowstone. On impulse we decided to make a run to the Salmon River in western 
Idaho; the Chinook salmon were making their spawning run. We took our trout grade 
fishing gear and went looking for lunker salmon. 

One morning HJ and I were scouting the Salmon, looking for hot spots to fish. We were 
on a gravel road overlooking a white water gorge. There was a big eddying pool with 
rapids above it and below it. While we were watching, a humongous salmon leaped out 
of the water. We quickly scrambled down a talus slope to get to the river. In a short, 
short I had hooked onto the first salmon I had ever hooked. I sure was excited! 

After a very short time, that salmon had pulled nearly all the line off my reel; my 
excitement was turning to panic. Then the sapsucker went streaking down through the 
rapids at the bottom end of the pool. Without thinking, I jumped in the river and went 
after her. I was flushed through the rapids, all the time trying to maintain a tight line. 
Eventually there was a stretch of calmer water, with some shore line where I could 
stand up again. The fish was still hooked. Eventually, I managed to get it pulled into 
shallow water; about half of it was sticking above the water. It was gasping its last 
breath, so I thought. When I reached down to grab it, the sapsucker flipped in fright, 
and unhooked. I stood there dumb founded as it slowly swam out into deep water and 
disappeared. 

Meanwhile, back upstream at the pool site, folks were talking of forming a search party 
to go retrieve the body of the dumb feller who had just committed suicide by jumping 
into the white water rapids. They had lost sight of me when I flushed through the gorge. 
I climbed back up to the road and hiked back to the original fishing overlook. HJ asked, 
“Where did you come from? We were just getting ready to go look for your body.” 

Years later a movie named “A River Runs Through It” was shown. There was a scene 
where Brad Pitt pulled about the same caper on a trout stream in Montana. The big 
difference was Brad managed to catch his lunker trout, and make a bunch of money in 
the process. All I managed was to lose a lunker salmon and get my skivvies totally wet 
in freezing water. 
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Cleston, Howard, Ross, 
Madison River, July 1955 
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Labor Day Memories 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
September 2002 

Certain times of the year memories of past events pop up. Labor Day is one of those 
times. During the 1950s, my dad, HJ (my brother-in-law Howard), I, and sometimes Monte 
would use the long weekend holiday to go trout fishing. 

We would leave from American Fork, Utah Friday night after we got off work and had 
packed our gear. We would drive to St Anthony, Idaho during the night so we could fish 
the Henry Fork of the Snake River. The fishing would fill Saturday, Sunday, and half of 
Monday. We would then drive back to Utah and get ready for another year of facing the 
grindstone. 

My grandmother Torrey lived in St Anthony. We used her home as a fish camp shack. 
She would leave her back porch unlocked for our after midnight arrival. She had a large 
screened back porch. We would quietly sneak in, blow up air mattresses, and sleep on 
the floor in sleeping bags. In the morning, long before grandma awoke, we would 
hasten off to the river where we would flail the river from dawn to dusk. We mostly 
caught rainbow trout but occasionally we would haul in a white fish. HJ and I were 
disappointed with the white fish but dad would say, "Don't throw them away! They are 
good to eat.” If dad wasn't looking HJ would throw them back and mutter, "I ain't 
keeping no dang white fish!" 

I didn't want my dad to call me a "Pisswilly!" so I would dutifully keep them. 

Grandma would cook some of the trout and all of the white fish for us. We could eat a 
whole bunch of fish at one sitting. HJ wouldn't touch a white fish. Some of the fish were 
frozen and hauled back to Utah to feed our families and other Mormons. 

During the first year or so of this activity HJ and I were too poor to afford luxuries like 
fishing gear. We would sponge off'n good ol' dad. Our first fishing rods were made of 
steel. They would telescope like a car's radio antenna. The reels were spring powered 
fly-fishing reels, loaded with fly line. We used spinners and other lures, sometimes 
spiced up with shiner minnows. On a good cast I could sometimes cast further than 10 
feet. HJ was a bit more adept and could maybe cast 20 feet. Dad had cracked the 
code and could cast way out there. However, he had a bamboo fly rod which may have 
made some difference. 

The Snake River is too wide to fish from the shore. We would wade back and forth, 
looking for likely holes to fish, and sometimes blundering into one and getting a dunking. 
When HJ would take a plunge I would laugh and laugh. When I would take a plunge HJ 
would laugh and laugh. Most of those trips dad would catch more fish than HJ and I 
together. HJ would usually catch more then I. However, one evening as we were about 
to quit for the day, I hooked a whopper. Eventually I managed to bag the rascal. It was 
the largest trout I had ever caught. HJ sed, "Dang you Torrez! You've ruin't my day!" 
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Oh man! That was about the best day I had ever had that week. We guessed the fish 
weighted 6 or 5 pounds; I sed at least 6...HJ sed not more'n 5. 

A few years later, HJ and I had our own gear. We could now cast a country mile. We 
had switched to spinning reels and monofilament line. We made some of our own lures 
using chromed plumbing pipe, "O" rings, and treble hooks. On a good day we could 
catch SOME fish! 

Early in the morning we would drive to the river and start the day. HJ and I would 
scramble to be first to cast and first to catch a fish. Dad would take his time and rig his 
line in a regulation manner. Sometimes we had caught a fish or two before dad got 
started. Usually, before the day was over, dad would have caught as many fish, or 
more, than we had. We pondered, "How can we slow that rascal down?" 

One of us must have hit on a plan cause I remember the morning when dad's first cast 
went into orbit. Some sapsucker had monkeyed with his fishing line. They had cut off 
about 25 feet of line and rewound it back on his reel. When he made his first cast of the 
morning, his lure, and about 25 feet of line went bye, bye. We watched it sail over the 
river, clear the bank, and disappear into the distance. 

Dad sed, "Gee Cly!" 

It wasn't often that we heard him cuss like that. That was the happiest moment of my 
life for that day. That is until dad re-rigged and started catching fish. That rascal soon 
caught up with me! I miss those times. 


Ashton, Idaho 1955 



Ross Cleston Howard 
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The Torrey’s Early Years 
by Conna Horrocks Torrey 
December 2003 

Cleston and I were married on August 18, 1950. That seems like a long time ago, and I guess it 
is. We recently celebrated our 53 rd Wedding Anniversary. Things are okay for us now, but it 
wasn’t always that way. 

After Cleston got out of the army our first apartment was over a garage and we paid $50.00 a 
month rent. We had a new baby and needed a washer, so that was one of our first purchases 
along with a second hand car. Cleston was bringing home barely enough to cover the rent and 
make payments on the washer and car. We didn’t live high on the hog if you know what I mean. 
On one occasion, Cleston’s mom, dad, and Grandmother Torrey popped in on us. All I had to 
cook was some potatoes, and canned vegetables. I made milk gravy to go with the potatoes 
and Grandma Torrey was so impressed that I could make gravy without meat. 

We later moved into Ross and Esther’s house in American Fork. They were moving out to 
Dugway where Ross worked for the government. We paid $25.00 a month rent there and were 
eventually able to buy a couch, chair, baby crib, baby highchair, bunk beds, ironrite, and a 
sewing machine. These purchases were made over a period of time. Esther had left her 
breakfast furniture and a refrigerator. She also left some bedroom furniture, and her dining 
room furniture. Cleston worked for RCA, and we were able to buy one of the first color TV’s at a 
reasonable price. When Marlyss was three years old, Cleston R. was born. 

Ross and Esther were ready to move back to their house so we decided it was time to buy our 
own house. We put $500.00 down on a new house to be built out at Kerns, Utah. No sooner 
was this done than Cleston had an offer from RCA to go to California’s San Fernando Valley to 
work. Going would mean losing the earnest money we had put down on the new house. We 
decided to go anyway. Cleston R. was about six weeks old. 

We moved into an apartment and stayed there for about a year. We then bought our house in 
Pacoima, California. I loved that house. The lot was dug out of the side of a mountain, and 
there wasn’t a sign of a plant anywhere. We had three bedrooms and two baths, a large living 
room and a good sized kitchen that faced the front of the lot. I could stand at the sink and look 
out at my neighbors and watch the kids at play. 

Money was still tight. I didn’t work outside the family, and lord knows the house and kids kept 
me pretty busy. I cleaned and vacuumed that house every day. I think you could eat off the 
floor it was always so clean. One day while I was cleaning my bedroom I discovered an 
envelope full of $20.00 bills taped to the bottom of one of the dresser drawers. That envelop 
served as my ready cash supply. I always put the money back as soon as I could, but one day 
Cleston discovered some money missing. He had a fit. He was saving the money so we could 
afford to go to Utah on vacation. He soon found another place for his stash of cash. I never 
found where that was, and I guess I didn’t look very hard. Cleston could never figure out why I 
was cleaning the bottom of the dresser drawer. I don’t remember either, now. 

When we bought the house in Pacoima, Cleston was making around $3.00 an hour as the 
journeyman tech. Our house payments were $120.00 a month including tax and insurance. We 
bought a second hand station wagon, new draperies for the living room, and bedroom furniture. 
We had a chrome breakfast set, and I can’t remember when we bought that, probably while we 
were in American Fork. Our car payment was $100.00 a month, and the drapery payment was 
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$15.00 a month. These were beautiful draperies that covered two walls. I don’t remember 
when we purchased the bedroom set for sure, but if it was in California, we were making 
payments on that as well. 

At that time a quart of milk cost $.18, a gallon of gas was between $.28 and $.30, men’s shoes 
cost between $12.00 and $20.00. Blue jeans were $7.00 a pair, and McDonald’s hamburgers 
were $.60. I got these figures from Cleston. I have no idea what my clothes would have cost. 
However, I did sew most of my clothes, and the girl’s clothes. Whenever RCA was having a big 
party, I always managed to find myself a great looking party dress. So I guess things weren’t 
that bad. 

One month Cleston got quite a bit of overtime, and his check was almost double the regular 
amount. Our Jewish neighbor across the street found out how much he had made that month 
and said, “Anyone making that much money would never live in this neighborhood.” I don’t think 
Cleston ever set him straight. Those neighbors were really something, but that is another story. 



Conna Pam Cleston little Cleston Marlyss 
On Jamie Ave 


Milk Gravy 

Use equal parts flour and shortening. 

Yes, shortening right out of the can. If you 
have meat drippings or bacon grease you can 
use that. 

Brown in a pan - like making a roux. 

Keep stirring. 

Add cold liquid into hot roux, stir fast. 

Amount of milk you add depends on how 
much you want to make and how much flour 
and shortening you used. 

Cook until it thickens. 

Season with salt and pepper. 


Water Gravy 

Use water instead of milk. 

Brown it too a deeper color when 
making the roux. 


Dad told me that he was only able to save $5 a week from 
his paycheck towards the annual trip to Utah to visit family. 
That is only $20 a month. No wonder he was upset when he 
discovered some missing money. Now he can see the 
humor and laugh about it. Actually he told me he could see 
the humor of it even then. What a great guy he is! 


75 


Torrey’s Early Years 2 
















Sandy, Linda, and Jackie Torrey 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
29 July 2012 

I received a birthday card and letter from Sandy Wing today. She is so thoughtful and 
sweet and an easy person to love. Most of my memories of Sandy, Linda, and Jackie are 
from the days they were very young. We moved from Utah in 1956. We would only see 
them when we returned home on vacations. My memories are of three sweet little 
children. Jackie was a gentle little boy, Sandy and Linda were cute little, vivacious girls. 

I would have been happy to raise them as my kids. That wasn’t part of their mom’s 
plans. 



Cousins in 1955 

Sandy, Marlyss, Pam, Jackie, Evelyn, Linda, Katherine 


Obviously Sandy’s values are the same as mine. Children need the security of a caring 
mom and dad. Kids learn from the examples their parents set. In the majority of cases 
kids will grow up to be much like their parents. Occasionally a kid will stray from their 
parent’s example. There is sometimes a black sheep in a white herd, or vice versa. I 
was fortunate to have had great-grandparents, grandparents, parents, and flock of aunts 
and uncles who did not divorce while their kids were growing up. My mom and dad were 
the examples I had to learn from. My folks were not only my parents, but they were my 
best friends. We worked, and played together. They both taught me how to work. Dad 
taught me about hunting and fishing. Mom taught me how to bake a coffee flavored 
chocolate cake....my favorite at the time. 

When my folks took a vacation, us kids went along. Mostly our vacations were to Idaho 
to visit family. While our folks visited with the grown-ups, us kids would play with the 
kids. I had an uncle who was younger than I, and an aunt who was a year older. We 
were more like siblings than them being my aunt and uncle. I had a lot of cousins.. .all of 
them younger than I. My childhood was delightful. Sometimes when I need to focus on 
happy thoughts, I return in memory to my childhood. I’m glad I lived when I did. Kids had 
more freedom then. If my chores were caught up, I was allowed to roam free until the 
sun started to set. Today parents keep close tab on the kids because of tales of 
kidnappings and lost and missing kids. 

I doubt that I will ever visit the Rocky Mountains again. If I do, I will certainly plan to visit 
Sandy and Linda. I no longer have the ability to seriously check out Black Diamond ski 
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slopes, or 4 and 5 class white water. Climbing Mount Timpanogos or any other mountain 
isn’t on my bucket list. I did climb to the top of Timp once. Now I would be satisfied to 
look at it from the valley and admire its beauty. The last time I hiked to the cave was in 
2007. It was a much harder hike than I remember it being. I didn’t even have a kid sitting 
on my shoulders on that last hike. Weak and wobbly have taken over since the spine 
surgery. Recovery has been very slow. I may spend the rest of my life hoping for better 
results. 




3 generation of Torrey’s 

Esther Bonde Torrey, Cleston Bonde Torrey, Ross Houghton Torrey, Katherine Houghton Torrey 


Sandy, Linda, and Jackie 2 
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Scuba Diving 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
31 May 2006 

Burt Nichols and Ralph Crook came to California to scuba. They stayed with us for a 
week when we were living in Pacoima man! They went diving several days without me; 

I was busy with a day job at the Burbank branch. I managed to go diving with them on 
three occasions; I must have ditched a day’s work since there are only two days in a 
weekend. 

The first dive was the hairy one; we dived off the cliffs of Palos Verdes. We had to climb 
down the rocky face carrying tanks and other gear to get to the surf. The surf was 
crashing on the barnacle covered rocks at the base of the cliff. I remember standing 
with the weight of the tanks and other gear dragging on me while I contemplated 
jumping into the ocean between the crests of the surging surf. It was hearing Ralph ask, 
“What are you waiting for Torrey? Are you chicken?” that prompted me to jump in. It 
was only after I was committed that I discovered the breathing difficulty with the one 
stage regulator. I also discovered that I really was chicken; a sea lion came swimming 
by to check me out and really startled me. If it were really possible to walk on water, I 
would have been doing it. 

I didn’t enjoy the experience very much; there was the poor regulator to struggle with, 
and I was worrying about how to get back to dry land without the surf grinding me up on 
the rocks. Eventually my hyper-ventilating drained the air from the tank and I was forced 
to come ashore. I managed to time my exit with the surf surge and to get out unscathed. 

As I was standing and looking at the surf I saw Ralph approaching. He climbed out on a 
large rock and stood there with his back to the sea. He was fiddling with his face mask 
trying to get water out of his eyes so he could see better. As I was watching, a seventh 
wave came charging in. I watched in amazement as it caught Ralph and hurled him into 
the foaming surf. When he climbed out on the rocks a second time he had a bunch of 
spines from sea urchins stuck in his hide. He was leaking blood. We spent some time 
picking spines out of him while he cussed me for not warning him about the incoming 
wave. He was also a tad put out at me for laughing. 

I only went back for seconds after those two had assured me that we would get a better 
regulator and that we would dive in protected waters. 

Our second dive was inside the Long Beach break water. We had rented a small boat 
and chugged out to the break water near the shipping channel. I was enjoying the 
second dive until I noticed the sea grass was waving like it was in a current. I popped to 
the surface to discover I had been flushed out through the shipping lane; I was a long 
way out to sea from the sea wall. Once again the chicken mode kicked in. It took me a 
long time to swim back to the break water. I used the buoyancy of the tanks as a life 
preserver and swam using a back stroke. 
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I also remembered what I had heard about being caught in a rip tide so I had swam 
parallel to the break water awhile to get out of the current that flushes the harbor. Once 
again I vowed “That does it!” 

When I got back to the boat I climbed in and didn’t dive any more that day. I ignored 
Ralph and Burt calling me a Woos! 

Afterward on our way back to the boat rental dock, I noticed there were some waves 
breaking inside the harbor. As I was contemplating that it was strange that there would 
be waves inside the breakwater we hit a reef and were left stranded. The prop’s shear 
pin had done its job. It was then that I learned of Burt’s boat fixing talent. He found a 
small drill bit in the pocket of his jacket, which he used as a shear pin to get us back to 
the boat rental place. 

The third day we dived inside the breakwater at Redondo Beach. It was easy, safe, and 
interesting. There were lots of strange looking critters, and other things to look at. While 
I was looking, I saw something slithering along the bottom. I had a momentary fright; 
until I saw that it was a piece of rope. Burt had found an anchor with a piece of line 
attached. He was taking the anchor as a souvenir. For a moment I thought I was seeing 
a sea snake slithering along the bottom. 

When I grabbed the line and yanked on it; Burt thought for a moment that something 
had got him. I could tell by his huge bugged out eyes when he turned to look at me that 
I had pulled a good one. I stayed out of reach until he could calm down. Later we both 
laughed about it and discussed how easy it is to get nervous while diving with beasties. 
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Surprise Visitors 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
24 August 2008 

About 60 years ago, Conna and I loaded our kids in our 57 Merc 
station wagon and headed north. We were off to visit Pat and 
Howard, who were living near Monterey. We drove over the Grape 
Vine and turned left at Bakersfield. While crossing the barren looking 
fields west of Bakersfield, I got pulled over, and ticketed for speeding. 

The drive from there to Sea Side was dark and gloomy. A $75 
speeding ticket hadn’t been calculated into our spending plans. 

Once we arrived at Pat’s, I cheered up a bit. We had caught her by 
surprise; we hadn’t received any invitation, nor had we forewarned 
her. We also had forgotten to tell her that we had invited Ralph and 
Margaret Crook, and Jack and Jaye to meet us there. It was a lot of 
fun to watch the shock of surprise when we all showed up about the 
same time. The Crooks and Jack and Jaye had driven down from 
the San Francisco area; we had driven up from the Valley. Pat 
missed only one moment, then tucked it in and turned on the hospitality. You would 
have to know Pat and H J to appreciate such instantaneous acceptance of “company is 
here”. Not a shriek was to be heard. We had caught her in the middle of some serious 
house cleaning and laundry duties for a family of six. 

Pat and HJ belonged to a local social crowd. The members were folks who lived and 
worked in the area. Some were civilians; and some were military folks, or retired 
military folks. They had several things in common; they loved a party; they all seemed 
to own a jeep; and a bunch of them had young kids. Many of the activities were 
centered around family gatherings, where the kids could join in, like with the dune ride 
drives in the jeeps. There were cook-outs and mixed refreshments for everyone. There 
was a small stash of barley pop for the big kids, and regular pop for the little kids. 
Everyone had fun... 

Pat invited us to join the crowd at the beach that evening; they had planned a “big kid 
only” party. It was dark and noisy when we arrived at the beach. Sy Perkins spotted us 
as we were coming in. He asked, “Who are the foreigners?” Pat told him she had 
brought her two brothers, and wives, plus special friends from the Utah years. 

Everyone was hospitable, and shared the barley pop, pop, food, music, and happy hour. 
All seemed Ok. However, all was not OK. 

Jack’s wife, Jaye, had her feelings shattered. She dragged Jack away, and soon they 
were driving back toward Oakland. We all felt bad; Sy Perkins had meant no H & D ; he 
was a normal Sgt Major, with 30 years time, and soon to retire guy. All those folks are 
sort of “in your face” personalities. The Sgt in the Beatle Bailey comic strip would 
remind some of us of Sy Perkins. He was good folks! 

Life seemed more interesting 50 years ago. Come to think of it, life was more 
interesting ten years ago. Where did I go wrong to end up whining so much? Dang! 

I’ve always distained whiners...now I am one! 

[H&D = hate and discontent] 



Pat Austin 
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A Surprise from my Brother 
by Pat Torrey Austin 
2 May 2000 

One story I remember well was when we lived in Seaside, California. 

Cleston called Ralph and Margaret and Jack and Jaye (who both lived in 
Oakland, Ca at the time) and invited them to our place for the weekend. 

Cleston neglected (on purpose) to tell me about it so I was in total shock when 
Ralph and Margaret showed up at my house unexpected. 

I had the vacuum cleaner out and was just finishing cleaning my house. I put 
on a pot of coffee, put away the vacuum and we started to visit. Margaret 
asked me when I was expecting Jack and Jaye and Cleston and Conna to show 
up. I said I didn't know. 

The kids were all small. Cleston and Mike were only three years old at the time, 
and Howdy wasn't even a thought at that time. We had 7 kids all under the age 
of 7 and miracle of miracles they all got along pretty darn good. Margaret did 
not know for years that Cleston had never coordinated the weekend with me 
and Howard. 
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My Marly Rat 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
4 May 2005 


I was watching the family pictures which we use as a 
screen saver; a picture of Marlyss came flashing by. It 
was the picture taken when she were about three; she 
had a bandage wrapped around her head. She looked 
like she was thinking, “I can kick your butt!” It is one of 
my all time favorite pictures. Marlyss was a tough little 
nut. 


about 6 months old 


Marlyss has always been quick to learn; she also has 
always been quite stubborn about doing things the way 
she thinks they should be done. 


She was potty trained at an early age but the pot 
had to be her own. She wasn’t inclined to use 
any other potty. One summer day we took this 
picture of Marlyss doing her thing. 

We were planning a trip somewhere and had 
been packing our car. Knowing Marlyss’ 
stubborn traits we were taking her potty with us. 
We had carted all the things we were going to 
take with us and piled them in the front yard; 
Marlyss’ potty was one of the items. Before we 
could get everything packed, Marlyss spied her 
pot and decided to have a potty party. . 
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Fishing and Family 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
8 June 2006 


I remember several fishing trips with Bonde 
folks to camp and fish at the Salmon River. I 
can remember one summer when I and my 
folks met Jack and Jaye at the Salmon River; 
that must have been 1958. I can remember the 
trip but not the year. 

Conna and I were living in California at that 
time. We had driven up to Utah on a two week 
vacation. Conna and the kids stayed in Utah 
with her parents while I went to Idaho with my 
parents. 

The fishing wasn't too good. The river was 
muddy; we supposed from mining operations 
upstream. I caught one salmon, my dad and 
Jack didn't catch anything. 

What I remember most about that trip was that I 
got lonely for my wife and kids. I was fine for a 
couple days while I got reacquainted with 
Bonde folks but I was ready to head home in a 
flash. 

As we were leaving to go back to the Nampa 
area; Doris and Elvin were coming up to camp 
and fish. Elvin tried to talk us into turning 
around and spending a couple days with them. 

I was bound and determined to get back to my family 
probably would have stayed a few days more. 



Had 


Ross and Cleston 
I not been there my folks 



From the left Gertrude & 
Irvin, Grandma Bonde, 
Esther, Glen and Marge. 

Taken at Grandpa and 
Grandma Bonde's house 
when they lived on the river. 
I recognize the arbor, and 
house. 
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Friends 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
11 January 2008 

Cougar and I would be closer friends except he lives in Medford Oregon, and I live in 
Plumb Nelly. Neither of us care to write snail-mail; and he doesn’t do email. We 
occasionally phone; but neither of us are brilliant conversationalists. He and Jaye, his 
wife, have physical issues; they don’t stray far from home. Jaye is about 85 and needs 
to be hooked to oxygen most of the time. Jack has arthritis which makes moving about 
painful. 

Their daughter, Wanda, lives in Portland. Occasionally they hop on 1-5 and visit with 
her for a spell. Wanda always worries about her folks when they visit; she worries 
about their driving abilities. Jaye can no longer drive; and Jack has vision problems, 
macular degeneration. We possibly inherited that trait from our mom. I don’t drive at 
night or in stormy conditions, not unless it is an almost emergency. 

Pat and HJ have always had friends...lots of friends. When they were living at Dugway, 
Utah; they had friends popping in at all times of the day. They never locked the door 
when they left home. Often they would return from work, or from the Post Commissary; 
and they would have friends in their home waiting for them. Dave Maxwell would have 
been one of those friends. 

Pat and HJ were good with the spontaneous company; they would break out the ice and 
drinks; or share a quick meal. Both of them 
could whomp up a meal in a flash. HJ was a 
natural born comedian; he could entertain 
folks with tall tales and other antics. 

Years ago, Conna and I would be visited by 
an older LDS couple. During one visit we 
were talking about Utah; they had also lived 
there before coming to Georgia. I mentioned I 
had a sister who lived at Dugway. They 
mentioned that they had a son who was 
working there also. They wondered if Pat 
knew their son. 

The next time I talked to Pat on the phone; I 
asked her if she knew a guy named John 
Michaels. She said, “As a matter of fact I do. 

He is sitting here now...would you like to talk 
to him?” 

Sometimes the world seems small. 



Cleston, Jaye, Jack 
1958 
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Home Sweet Home 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
25 July 2013 

A LeAiw fo- 

My folks bought the property they called home in 1928. It was originally a school 
property that had been closed for years. They had the building remodeled into the 
house you remember. Ray Brewer and Shirley’s dad did the plaster work for the walls 
and ceilings. Jim Binnall and Neils Jensen were the carpenters. They also built the 
chicken coop that was in back. 

The property was about 1.66 acres. The southern boundary with the Binnall property, 
was about 60 feet south of the house, The eastern boundary with the Steggal property, 
was about 25 feet beyond the east end of the chicken coop. The area between the 
coop and Binnall’s was used for growing a garden. The area north of the coop was 
fenced and used as a pasture for a milk cow. The areas north of the house, south of 
the house, and in front of the house was lawn. The lawn mowers of the day were not 
powered. Mowing grass was not a job I liked, but my dad liked me to do it. 

My dad decided to quit the chicken and egg business. He sold the coop and the 
property east of the rock garden to Jim Binnall. He later sold the property your house is 
on to your dad, Del. He also sold the property the duplex was built on. I’m not sure who 
he sold it to, but Howard Austin owned it for a while. 

I was born in that house. I lived there the first two years of my life. I don’t remember 
those years. We moved to Idaho for five years, which I do remember fondly. I 
considered Idaho to be my home. I wasn’t too thrilled when my folks moved back to 
Utah. I missed my great-grand parents, grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins. 
However, I soon found new friends in Utah, and came to accept it as the place I wanted 
to live. 

Conna and I lived in the house after mom and dad moved to Dugway. Marlyss and 
Cleston were born while we lived there. We lived in the house from 1952 until 1956 
when we moved to California. Del and Shirley moved their family into the house after 
we left. I’m thinking Steve remembers it as his first home. 

We fully expected we would return to Utah when we retired. We spent nearly all our 
vacation time in Utah, until we retired. Utah has some activities available which we 
really liked: Skiing, white water rafting, and prowling the mountains and Canyonlands 
are a few of them. Skiing in Georgia sucks! 

We eventually realized our kids had made Georgia their home. Our kids, grandkids, 
and great grand kids are all living here. We would miss them too much to leave them 
and return to Utah. Occasionally we think of old friends and wonder how the survivors 
are doing. 


1 


86 



I looked for photos of the house but only found pictures that showed partial views. Here are 
two from 1955 with Pam and Marlyss. You can see it was brick but the brick in not in good 
condition. The children always loved to play on the porch. 



Home Sweet Home 2 
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The Torrey’s Move to Georgia 
by Conna Horrocks Torrey 
November 2002 

We moved to Georgia in 1962. Cles actually came in March, but the rest of us stayed in 
California to sell our house there, and get things ready to go. We arrived on July 4 th or 
shortly there after. I was not happy about the move. I thought we were going to the 
ends of the earth. When you walked outside it was like walking into a wall of water. 
Those of you who live in the south know what I mean. I never dreamed we would be 
here longer than five years. 

Our furniture did not arrive for another two weeks, so RCA paid for us to live at the 
Holiday Inn. The kids loved it, and so did I until the sunburns set in. We would spend 
most of the hot sunny days out by the pool while Cles worked. Poor Pam had severe 
sunburns on her chest. The rest of us did not fare quite so badly. I can only think I 
must have been pretty dumb, not to have kept her covered in sunscreen. We had left 
sunny California, where we all ran around in swimsuits from morning till night, and were 
as brown as berries. Who would have thought? 

Georgia turned out to be a rather progressive place. At the beginning of the first school 
year, I told the elementary school principle I was concerned about my children’s 
education, after all, we had moved here from CALIFORNIA. He smiled and told me he 
didn’t think I had anything to worry about. Was he ever wrong! 

Marlyss had no problems, other than no pencil at home to do her homework. She 
already had a half year in the fourth grade in California. Cleston was in kindergarten, 
and caught on to everything very fast. Our problem was with Pam. She was going into 
the 6th grade, and it turned out that California schools were way behind Georgia 
schools. I never worked so hard in my life. Pam and I would stay up until 11:00 to 
12:00 midnight every night working on her assignments. She had to know all the 
chemical symbols, and the English assignments were unreal. At the end of the first 
year, I attended a Parent and Teachers meeting. Her English teacher told me she 
hadn’t thought there was anyway Pam would catch up with the class, but she had done 
it. I think I confessed that Pam and I had both caught up to her 6th grade class. 



We rented a house with no air-conditioning that first year, and our car had no air- 
conditioning, since we didn’t need it in California. We made do with a big fan in the 
living room, and drove with the windows down in the car. Our next car had air, but we 
actually bought a house with no air. We lived here with window air-conditioners until 
just a couple of years ago when we decided to replace our furnace. We decided to 
have central air put in as well. AIR-CONDITIONING IS WONDERFUL! 
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The Horny Toad 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
22 March 2010 

When the Torrey/Austin Book of Life is published HJ will be in most of the chapters. He 
was a best friend, and a nemesis. You needed to keep an eye on the rascal. You 
might lose your dignity when one of his traps caught you. I tried hard to keep up with 
him but I failed. 

My last remembered time that he and I shared as a special time was a trip to Overton. 
He had told Jerry Oyler that he would tape, texture, and paint some new sheet rock that 
was in a cabin Jerry owned. We drove down from Dugway and camped out at Jerry’s 
place while the work project was happening. 

At the same time, Mel and Audrey were camped there in a pickup with a camper top. 
They were spending the winter there. Fishing for Stripers and running to fetch water for 
their camp were their main activities. Periodically, they would come to Jerry’s place to 
shower. The camper wasn’t self-contained. It was a place to sleep and eat. 

Mel took us fishing a couple days. He had the gear; he had the techniques. He shared 
his gear and skill. He showed us how to do everything that we tried. We were trolling 
with herring baits. We all were trolling out of the same boat. For some reason HJ was 
catching more fish than anyone. One day Mel was skunked. He didn’t seem too happy 
about that because we had caught a good mess. Mel was the fish gutter and cook. We 
had a fish feast. Mel loved to camp cook. 

While we were there Jerry invited us to come down to Las Vegas. He was working for 
Wayne Newton. He gave us a tour of the ranch complex. Wayne had a collection of 
antique cars, a cigar boat, a small zoo (mostly birds), and a whole bunch of folks 
working for him. The main event for us to be there was a preliminary horse auction 
showing. Wayne was selling off some of his Arabian horses. They were being shown 
one by one to prospective buyers. A horse would be run through a routine, and its 
opening bid price would be announced. The least expensive opening bid, that I 
remember, was $10 K. Some of the horses would sell for about $250,000. The 
prospective buyers looked like regular folks to me. However, I have never been 
acquainted with regular folks who would pay more than $10 K for a horse. 

Another fond fishing trip with HJ was on Lake 
Powell. He, Ralph Crook and I went down with 
HJ’s boat. Mike and Kevin Messerschmitt were 
there with Kev’s boat. HJ was showing Ralph 
and I how to fish for Stripers at Lake Powell. 

During one fishing run we stopped close to a cliff. 

The water was deep there. We were using 
herring and fishing deep. 

The sun and vodka put HJ to sleep. His pole got 
a hit. It almost went overboard. HJ reeled it in. 

Ralph said, in his laconic manner, “That dang HJ 
can catch more fish while he is sleeping than I 
can when I am awake and trying!” 



Ross, Cleston, HJ 
1956 
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Skiing is Always Cool 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
January 1998 


The first time I tried to ski was the Christmas of 1970. Pam and Marlyss were both 
going to BYU. Conna and I decided to spend Christmas in Utah rather than bring our 
girls back to Georgia. 

Longtime friends, Ralph Crook and Marv Johnson, decided Torrey should have a ski 
experience. They drove me up to Solitude, helped me select rental equipment, helped 
me put them on correctly, helped me on the Moonbeam lift and then let nature take its 
course. As I got off the lift, I discovered two truths about skiing and me. I didn't know 
how to turn and I didn't know how to stop. A few runs down the hill, a jillion spills and 
collisions later I started to get the hang of it. However, I never did make it down the hill 
that day without crashing. During that experience I didn't learn much about turning or 
stopping. Actually I was a bit intimidated by the experience and decided I would not 
pursue the sport further. Skiing in Georgia is best done on water skis. 

Submitted by Conna: 

I remember that first ski trip of his. 

He looked like the abominable 
snowman when he reached the 
bottom of the ski slop. I was 
horrified when he immediately got 
on the lift to go back up the 
mountain. I just knew he would kill 
himself. 




Submitted by Pam: 

I remember that first ski trip of dad’s. 
Ralph and Marv took dad to the TOP of the 
mountain. Dad is right when he said they 
let nature take its course, they skied down 
the mountain and left dad to fend for 
himself. He said he got down after many 
falls. 

He couldn't let them think they got 
the best of him, so he took the lift up to the 
top again. I remember being afraid when I 
found out what happened to my dad. I felt 
they had put his life in danger. They all 
thought it was a great joke and so did my 
dad. 












Years later, Cliff Walker was telling Ralph Bryon and I about skiing in Germany while he 
was stationed there in the Army. Ralph and Cliff suggested we should go to North 
Carolina and go snow skiing. I said," I've always wanted to try that again. Let's go!” 
Later when I was more sober I wasn't convinced we were planning the right activity but I 
was too cowardly to back out. We drove to Beach Mountain, rented skis, boots, poles, 
and bought lift tickets. This time I knew about renting skis, how to put them on, but little 
else. Oh yes! I also knew how to get on a lift. We stood in a lift line for about 30 
minutes, rode the lift to the top, and shoved off. Immediately, I realized two things. I 
still didn't know how to turn and I still didn't know how to stop! 

The first few runs at Sugar Mountain weren't much more successful than the ones at 
Solitude. The big difference was the beginner slopes at Sugar Mountain are more 
gentle. I did learn how to turn and stop without falling. On the 2nd run, following Cliff 
Walker's suggestion that we should ski off the groomed run through a brushy gully to 
get to a different groomed run, disaster struck! Unknown to us, a pipeline for snow 
making ran up that gully. A couple of inches of snow covered that pipe, obscuring it. 

My body weight on beginner skis caused my skis to go under that pipe, not over it. My 
skis, boots, and feet stopped immediately. The top part of me took a longer path. 
Fortunately, an oak sapling cushioned the crash. The oak and I lost approximately the 
same amount of bark. Cliff Walker is still laughing. 

Forty crashes and two sprained thumbs later, I realized two more truths. Skiing was 
about the most fun I'd ever had, and if you put your hands through the straps on the ski 
poles and crash you will possibly sprain a thumb. Later I contemplated, "Why didn't I 
discover skiing when I was a kid and lived in Utah where they have excellent skiing? I 
could have been a very good skier." I resolved to go skiing every year from then until I 
croaked. From then on, it was a yearly obsession with me. 

Cliff Walker likes to relive the sight of me tripping over the snow machine water pipe and 
crashing into the forest. He tells it often when we meet, and he laughs every time. On 
the other hand, Ralph Crook and Marv Johnson have nothing to laugh about. They 
didn't see me floundering. The last they saw of me was at the top of the lift when they 
shooshed off toward the bottom. 




Skiing is Always Cool 2 
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Look Out for that Tree! 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
July 1999 

Years ago, when I was first learning to ski, I did ski into a tree. I didn’t like it much. I 
resembled a coal miner before the honeymoon. To add insult to injury, a ski patrol 
person observed my caper; he came over and told me that if I didn’t slow down, and ski 
in control, he would have to kick my butt off the mountain. 

Since that was one of the 1 st runs of the day, and I had no desire to forfeit my lift ticket, I 
was careful to miss hitting trees, people, and rocks for the rest of the day. That was the 
last time I ever knocked bark off a tree, though I have clipped a few hidden rocks, and 
tipped a few folks over. Sometimes things are standing right where I need to ski. So 
far, I have been able to see the trees soon enough to go around them. 

One of the last times I skied with Ralph Crook, he hit a tree. I remember falling behind, 
and losing track of him. I was skiing down an intermediate slope, when I looked over 
the edge of a bank, and spotted Ralph down in some real spooky, steep moguls. He 
was in a heap, with skis knocked off, and a branch of a pinion laying up slope from him. 

I said, "Shuckydarn! Ralph, you silly Flatterap! What are you doing down there?! I 
don’t want to ski down there. That run is beyond my Fall-line Fever.” 

However, I did go down and help him collect his skis and wits. We carefully fumbled our 
way down to more gentle terrain. 

A few seasons later, Ralph said he was too old for the sport and gave his ski equipment 
to Good Will. He took up Line Dancing to replace the activity. He isn’t very graceful at 
Line Dancing either. 



Marv Johnson, Ralph Crook, Cleston Torrey 
1970 
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My Last Deer Hunt 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
26 September 2006 

I have become a non-violent person. When I was a kid; living in an era of food 
gathering, hunting, hog slaughtering, and varmint riddance programs; killing things was 
a daily occurrence. I joined in and did my share of killing. I never did care for the 
messy business of gutting game; not even fish, but I did it. 

Gradually, the concept of killing higher forms of life started to tweak my sympathy. I 
would have to be hungry to kill a deer anymore; the thrill of the hunt has left me. 

The last time I went deer hunting was in 1989. I drove to Utah, paid for an out-of-state 
deer permit ($275), and went looking for Bambi. The only shots that I took were with a 
camera. I let a nephew use the tag that came with the deer permit. I realized then that I 
had probably killed all the deer that I would ever kill. If I had to kill my own food; fish, 
and fowl would be on the menu but I doubt if there would be any red meat. 

Some of my favorite memories are of capers that took place during the annual deer 
hunt. When I get together with HJ (Pat’s husband, Howard) we usually relive the wild and 
wooly deer hunts. One episode keeps coming up when we are telling the tall tales. 

HJ and I were hunting together; we were strolling along and chatting in whispery voices 
like you hear when you are watching a Field & Stream hunting show on TV. Suddenly a 
deer popped out of a clump of cedars and went bounding away. We both blazed away 
without touching a feather. The rascal ran to a distant ridge, and to our eyes, we 
watched it stop and look back at us. We started blazing away again. We had to reload 
our rifles a time or two before we started wondering, “What is going on here?” 

Eventually we gave up shooting and stalked closer; keeping a keen eye on the deer. 
When we were close enough, the image of a deer faded and left the sight of a deer 
shaped bush. We had shredded that bush; there were twigs and leaves all over the 
place. 


HJ started yelling at me. He said, “You idiot! You lied to me; that ain’t no deer...that’s a 
bush”. When we relive that hunt we yarn about the time we kilt the yellow bush. 


HJ mostly gets around these days in a wheel chair with an oxygen tank 
strapped on back. I like to think of him charging about in that wheel chair 
still looking for Slew Foot. If HJ wasn’t hunting or fishing he was probably 
packing to go. His kids and grandkids inherited some of his instincts. 

The Utah deer hunt used to begin on the 3 rd Saturday in October. I still 
start hyperventilating when October comes. 
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Long Time Friends 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
10 April 2011 

Sixty years ago Conna and I were living in El Paso, 
Texas. We had been married less than a year. I was 
in the Army attending a Radar School at Ft Bliss. I 
was glad to be there, since another alternative would 
have been being stationed in Korea. At that time there 
was some Army effort being expended to keep the 
North Koreans from over-running Pussan...the last 
holdout of the South Korean territory. Conna wasn’t 
happy with the wind, dust, and dinky living quarters we 
shared in El Paso; but she had volunteered for the 
experience. 

Our closest friends at the time were Billy and Joyce Scattergood. He was also being trained 
to be a radar repairman. They hailed from Augusta Georgia. They gave us language and 
southern culture lessons. We played together. Mostly from lack of resources, we played a 
lot of Pinochle, Hearts, and Canasta. On special occasions we might splurge for a quart of 
beer to share with the crackers and cheese. If we were to meet at the Scattergood’s trailer. 
We would carry our two collapsible chairs to go visit. Our chairs had Jinko Yamaguchi 
stenciled on the back. Billy would shout down and say, “Torrez! Y’all bring Jinko over and 
let’s play cards tonight. 

I learned about golf and the Masters Tournament from them. I remember Billy rooting for Ben 
Hogan...who won that year. His purse for winning was $1500. That seemed like a lot of 
money to me, at the time. My take home pay was less than $100/month. So much for the 
good old days. Come to think of it, they actually were. 

We kept track of them over the years. We eventually settled in Atlanta, and they settled in 
Florida near Cape Canaveral. We periodically would visit back and forth. We last visited 
them years ago. They had built a recreation home near Ocala. They had bought a log cabin 
kit and installed it on a small lake. They had built an outside hot tub and a boat dock on the 
lake. It was a very nice place. I enjoyed it very much except for the near terminal infestation 
of chiggers I picked up one night will sitting on a log out by the hot tub. Most Yankees have 
no idea what chiggers are. I was one of them until then. 

Billy was always the ultimate DIY guy. He was always building something. One of his 
projects was to buy an airplane kit, build it, and join a flight club. His son Lee did the same 
thing. They also have a daughter, Lisa. 

She was a beautiful child. 

Joyce was the group entertainer. She 
would get out her Ukulele and sing along 
with her strumming. Often we would 
collect a crowd of folks who wandered 
over to listen. 

We still remember them fondly; even 
though we seldom write or phone. Al 
Christmas card is our main contact. 




A visit from Scattergoods in 1965 
Conna, Billy, Cleston, Joyce 
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RCA Folks 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
22 March 2006 

I joined RCA in 1951. The RCA folks that I met at that time, included Ken Stewart, 

Frank McDonald, Darryl Purser, Virgil Marcum, ‘Chris’ Christiansen. About a year later 
Ralph Crook and Marvin Johnson were hired. 

For several years, except for immediate family, those folks were our social friends. The 
socializing probably started with a company Christmas Party but eventually evolved into 
a clique of co-workers who would periodically get together at some place to picnic or 
party. Most of us were cashless so the partying wasn’t lavish. We started out with 
chips and dip and koolade. Eventually we were able to share some more expensive 
refreshments. 

We still get Christmas cards from the Crook’s, Johnson’s, and Carol McDonald. The 
rest of the gang has passed on except maybe Purser. I lost track of him while I was still 
working in Burbank. 

The Johnson’s and Crook’s have been our friends for many decades. We have shared 
many adventures with them; they have been fun folks. Ralph, Marv, and I have shared 
skiing, water skiing, scuba-diving, fishing, camping, snowmobiling, hiking, and white 
water river rafting. If there was something foolish to try, we probably tried it. Our 
friendship survived the move to California and later the move to Georgia. Only ‘old age’ 
and the Golden Years have been able to let us fade away. Curses!! 

The last perilous adventure I remember having with those two guys was skiing in Utah. 
We had skied down the Sol Bright trail which we thought would take us on an 
‘intermediate’ tour. After we had skied about a mile downhill we came to a CLOSED 
sign. 

We had two options: Hike back uphill for a mile or Ski down a double black diamond 
mogul chute through the trees. Marv said, “What do we do now?” 

Ralph said, “I guess we go for it”, as he skied off the Sol Bright Trail and headed down 
through the trees. 

Ralph was a better skier than the 
rest of us at the time. When I saw 
him hung up crosswise in the trees 
part way down I had mixed 
emotions. I figured, “If he is having 
problems, how am I going to 
survive?” Somehow I did survive. 

I managed to get down to the 
bottom before Ralph. When he 
joined us I told him it had made me 
happy to see him having a hard 
time too. 

Ralph said, “Torrey! It doesn’t take 
much to make you happy”. 



Ralph Crook Marv Johnson Cleston Torrey (CB) 


95 












John Gridley 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
3 March 2001 

John has a delightful sense of humor. He and I were buddies from our first meeting. 

He was the Branch Manager in Richmond VA. I visited his branch soon after I moved to 
Plumb Nelly, in 1962. About midmorning of the 1st day, I was having a caffeine attack, 
his branch didn't brew coffee. I don't remember what excuse John gave. 

I volunteered to make a coffee run and asked John where the closest coffee shop was. 
His Branch was across a busy street from a 10-acre park of grass, trees, a pond with 
ducks and geese, etc. There were no coffee shops in sight. John said, "Go out the 
front door, go left to the corner, turn left and then turn left, at the next corner. You will 
find the coffee shop just a little way down, on the side of the street. I followed those 
instructions. 

When I arrived at the coffee shop, I realized I had walked 3 blocks to get to a shop that 
was exactly one block east of the Branch. I carried coffee back to the starting point and 
asked John, "Why did you direct me all over Hell and gone, to get to a shop that is only 
one block east of here?" 

He said, "The street that runs east, is a one-way street. I didn't know you were going to 
walk". 

I reminded him my car was in Atlanta, about 600 miles away. He laughed anyway... for 
the next 30 or 40 years. Whenever he would retell the tale, he would start it with, "Don't 
send Torrey for coffee. He will take the scenic route, and the coffee will be cold before 
he delivers." 

One District Managers meeting was held at a Dude Ranch near Crossville, TN. Riding 
horses was part of the program. John claimed he wasn't related to John Wayne, and 
would they please select a VERY gentle horse for him. They gave him a small pony, so 
short, John's feet almost touched the ground. John's sad pose on that pony made him 
look like the sculpture, The End of the Trail. Everyone laughed at John. 

Grace Gridley is a very outspoken person, with strong opinions. Whatever is on her 
mind gets said. For instance, if she likes her new Oldsmobile, better than your old Ford, 
she might say, "How can you stand to ride in that ugly old thing?" 

I counter with, "I don't stand to ride in it Grace, I sit in it.” Conna gets irritated and quits 
speaking. 

Grace is a good person and has a heart of gold. She is a talker and makes new BEST 
FRIENDS wherever she goes. Sometimes she reminds me of Grade Allen with her 
reasoning powers. I chuckled at that Gracie too. 
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Rain Dance 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
July 2000 

Georgia usually averages about 1 inch of rain per week. Most summers we don’t need 
to sprinkle our yards to keep them alive. This year, and the preceding two years, we 
have had much less rain than normal. If we don’t run sprinklers in the summer, things 
dry up and blow away. If this keeps up we will look like southwestern Arizona, or 
Australia’s Outback. 

The State and counties have found it necessary to restrict water usage. Some counties 
have a total ban on outdoor watering. Our county lets us water between 10 PM and 10 
AM, every other day. Odd numbered addresses water on odd numbered days; we 
water on even numbered days. We have lots of flowers, so we use water outside. Lots 
of water! 

Yesterday I received a water bill. It was almost $200.00. I renewed my rain dance 
efforts with a vengeance. 

Conna said, “What are you doing?” 

I said, “I’m doing a rain dance” 

She said, “Stop it this instant! I feel cheated when it rains on the day it’s our turn to 
water.” 

When she isn’t watching I slip in a few hops and whirls of my improvised rain dance. 
When she is locked up in the bathroom doing hair and makeup, I can get the whole 
dance in. So far it hasn’t helped. I wonder how those Hopi’s do it? Come to think of it, 
I’ve seen Hopi lands; they don’t do too well with the dance either. 



Cleston and Conna August 2000 - 50th anniversary 
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Ozzie and Harriet 

by Pamela Torrey Gross 
October 2004 

Remember the old TV shows in the 50’s like,’’Father Knows Best”, “Ozzie and Harriet”, 
and “Leave it to Beaver”? I loved those TV shows and since I grew up in a family that 
resembled the families on those TV shows I assumed that everyone else had the same 
kind of family. It wasn’t until I was an adult that I learned just how lucky I was to have 
such a great family and childhood. 

Dad loved to do family things. Every night was family night. We would all gather in the 
living room and be together. Sometimes there would be contests of doing pushups and 
sit ups. I never could do a pushup but it didn’t matter. It was still fun just being 
together. Then dad would do pushups and we would count how many. Sometimes he 
did one armed pushups and sometimes us kids would get on his back while he did the 
pushups. Dad was a very strong man just like his father was. 

Sometimes dad would tickle us. I am extremely ticklish so that wasn’t really too much 
fun to get tickled. Even as we got older we still loved gathering together. Marlyss and I 
would take turns combing dad’s hair. Dad loved having his hair combed. I think we 
combed it all out. If we weren’t combing his hair then we were scratching his back. We 
loved being with dad. 

Dad loved to go fishing and I remember when we lived in California that he would wake 
us up very early in the morning to take us fishing with him. I never was into putting bait 
on a hook or touching a fish. Often dad would have to remind us to not talk so loud or 
we would scare the fish away. Dad would show us how to cast out the line and reel it 
back in. Each of us had our very own fishing pole. Looking back I wonder how much 
fishing dad actually got in on those family outings but we loved going fishing with dad. 

When we moved to Georgia I remember 
dad taking us camping every summer. 

Camping was a lot of work for mom and 
dad, especially for dad. Us kids were 
not much help in the packing and 
unpacking and gathering up all the 
camping gear. During the year when we 
were not camping, dad often planned 
picnics. One of my memories is going 
on a picnic and there was a huge 
boulder we climbed on top of. Dad had 
brought a pomegranate. He told us 
about Indian summer and Indian apples 
as we ate the pomegranate. To this day 
whenever I see a pomegranate I think of that wonderful day sitting on the boulder with 
dad, Marlyss, and Cleston. Every summer mom and dad took us to Utah for vacation. I 
looked forward to those times. Mom and dad usually left very early in the morning or I 
should say in the middle of the night. They wanted to drive while the kids were 
sleeping. They would make a bed in the back of the station wagon and we did sleep a 
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lot of the traveling time when we lived in California and were driving to Utah. However 
when we moved to Georgia driving time was now in days instead of hours. 

Dad still planned much of his driving to be while we slept. This meant stopping early in 
the afternoon. Dad would sleep and the rest of us would swim. The stops at the hotel 
were a big part of vacation for us kids. The swimming would wear us out and we would 
be ready to sleep again. Mom and dad would wake us up again in the middle of the 
night and off we would go. When Grandpa Torrey died in January and we drove back to 
Utah for the funeral. Dad drove non-stop until Provo, Utah where he couldn’t go any 
further. Dad slept and us kids looked longingly at the pool with all the ice and snow. 
Somehow we felt cheated out of an opportunity to swim. 



Cleston only wanted to eat dad’s food. 


I always knew that mom and dad loved each other. 
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Father Knows Best 
by Pamela Torrey Gross 
October 2004 

Going to Utah every summer was 
anticipated with much excitement. 
Cleston looked forward to being with 
our cousins Steve and Justin Horrocks. 
He barely tolerated being at Grandma 
and Grandpa Torrey’s. I remember 
years later grandma Torrey telling me 
how young Cleston would sit out in the 
car waiting to go to Horrocks’. Marlyss 
also loved being at Horrocks’ because 
she loved the farm and the animals, 
especially riding the horses. I liked 
being wherever I was. I loved the 
horses and playing at the farm. I also 
dearly loved my Grandma Torrey. 

Grandma Torrey would sit and hold you and pat your leg and tell you how much she 
loved you. I was definitely a grandma’s girl. When it was time to leave grandma’s, Pam 
was nowhere to be found. Dad would have to search for me and it wasn’t always easy 
to find me. It didn’t matter which grandma either. I would hide at both of their homes. 
Once dad found me, I would cry and cry for miles and miles. Looking back I don’t know 
how dad had so much patience. Crying kids are not fun to be around. I would finally 
stop crying only to take up the topic of mom and dad leaving me in Utah with Grandma. 
Dad would tell me how much he would miss me if I weren’t with him. He would tell me 
how much he loved me and how much he needed me with him. I would finally be silent. 

My dream was to live with grandma someday. I always imagined Grandma Torrey as 
the Grandma that I lived with. She and I would talk for hours about how I would come 
and live with her someday. I would save my money and when I had enough I would 
come. Of course that day never happened, at least not while I was young. 

My senior year of High School I applied to Brigham Young University. It was the only 
college I applied to. Mom tried to get me to apply to other colleges in case I was not 
accepted at BYU. My intention of going to BYU was to finally go live with Grandma. If I 
didn’t make it to BYU I had no further plans. Luckily I was accepted. I remember the 
day the acceptance letter arrived. I was very excited!!! I couldn’t wait to tell everyone. 

Mom and I sewed new dresses for me. They were all the way to my knee. That was 
not the style then and so it was a big change. I really thought my dresses were long 
enough but on registration day I was pulled into a room and informed they needed to be 
to the middle of my knee, not the top of my knee. When you kneel down on the floor the 
skirt has to touch the floor. I was embarrassed and of course I complied by lowering 
the hems. Luckily we had left enough hem to meet the required standards. 



Esther, Pam, Hellace and Marlyss in front 
1964 
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But I get ahead of myself. There was much preparation in deciding what to take with 
me to college. Of course I took too much. Actually we didn’t take it, we mailed it out 
west to Grandma Torrey in American Fork, Utah. 

I was not always very nice to mom at this time. I was never a rebellious teen and 
always wanted to please my parents. But at this time I am not sure what happened. It 
seemed that mom started making demands or rules I didn’t want to follow. I knew I was 
leaving in a few weeks so I did what I wanted to do. Not that I was really being bad, but 
I knew I was not being obedient to my mom. 

Finally the day arrived and it was time to drive out to Utah. It was July and the annual 
family vacation to Utah. I was so excited. This time mom and dad would actually leave 
me in Utah when they went back home. I felt so happy about that. My dream had come 
true. 

The day that mom and dad drove off without me felt strange. It was six weeks before 
school would start. That was the longest six weeks of my life. Before school even 
started I was homesick for my parents. I was not happy they left me there six long 
weeks before school started. I guess no matter what parents do, they cannot win. 



Pam at Esther’s, May 1973 
A few months before 
graduation from BYU 
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Father Knows Best 2 


A LETTER TO PAM 

November8, 1998 

Happy Birthday Pam, 

If we concentrate, we can remember when you were a sweet, cuddly little baby girl about to 
experience your 1 st birthday. We merely had to look at you and shake our head and you 
would burst into giggles. If we repeated the process you would giggle longer and louder. 
After three or four times you would be giggling non-stop. Soon we would be giggling with 
you. We would stop after our sides started to hurt and tears were rolling down our cheeks. 
We had to refrain from shaking our head for a while to give our sides a chance to recover. 

You aren’t a baby anymore but in many ways you are the same. You are our lovely 
daughter and you are about to experience another birthday. It is still easy to make you 
giggle, though we aren’t sure if merely shaking our head, with a bug-eyed expression on our 
face, would start you off. But when you giggle others start to grin, and if you continue to 
giggle, soon you have a captive chorus with you as the leader. You make us happy when 
you are around. That’s the way it has always been. 

What a scenario! The Torrey family standing around giggling their heads off with you in the 
center. Someone says, “ Stop! What are you laughing about? What is the joke? What is 
the punch line?” No one has a clue, there is no joke or punch line. Everyone is laughing 
because of some unexplainable “happy” response to Pammy. 

When you were about one year old, we had made three major purchases to begin 
establishing our family life style. We had bought a used 1949 Studebaker, a new Whirlpool 
washing machine, and a super fancy set of baby furniture. The three monthly payments, 
plus the apartment rent kept us skinny for a while. 

The baby furniture could be assembled into a high chair, a baby stroller, or could be used 
for a child’s table and chair. We had the table and chair for years, though I don’t remember 
where it disappeared too. One of our memories of you and that fancy high-chair was in our 
little apartment in Murray. You were sitting in the high chair and screaming your head off for 
no obvious reason. Eventually we realized that you had spotted a very small ant crawling 
on the floor across the room. You wouldn’t shut up until we evicted the little crittur out the 
door and out of sight. 

As we mentioned before, you aren’t a baby any more, but in many ways you are the same. 
“There’s a bug in the house! There’s a bug in the house! Call 911! Come kill it!” 

You came to us as an extremely beautiful baby. You grew up through childhood as a 
beautiful, happy, joy to be around, and in those ways you are the same. We are glad that 
you chose to be our child. We love you. 



6 months 2 years High School graduation 
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Dad, My Hero 
by Marlyss Torrey Turner 
December 2000 

I’ve always loved the idea of a hero. Sky King, the Lone Ranger and Zorro were some 
of my favorite heroes. I loved the way they were always there for those who needed 
help. They were always honest, kind and could be counted on to get the job done. Bad 
guys had to beware for they were always brought to justice. 

My number one hero of all time was and still is my Dad. As a child I saw him as tall, 
strong, handsome and appreciative. He could do one-arm push-ups and he let us kids 
comb his hair. He showed his love with lots of hugs and kind words. I loved to get into 
wrestling matches with him. We would start out in the front room and end up in the 
back bedroom. I remember getting tired but not wanting to stop. Dad later confessed 
that he would put his whole weight on me to tire me out. I cherished any contact with 
him. I could never get enough. He would always thank me for any little thing I did and 
always tell me I had done good. 

Whenever we were part of the program in church he would come and support us even 
though he did not like church meetings. I remember one Primary Sacrament 
Presentation that I had a part in. I was supposed to say something about how I loved 
the song, We Thank Thee O God For The Prophet. I was looking at my Dad the whole 
time and I said “We Thank Thee O God For Our Fathers”, instead. I tried to show him 
how much I loved him by doing things for him. When he would ask Pam to go get him 
something I used to run and get it before her. I knew 
that made her mad but I couldn’t help it. I considered it 
a privilege to be able to serve him. 

Whenever he did a chore outside I wanted to be right 
beside him helping him. I remember one time he was 
digging good dirt up by the creek and taking it to the 
flowerbeds. It was really awkward digging but I would 
do my best to have the wheelbarrow partly filled so he 
wouldn’t have to do more work. The same is true for 
the time he poured a concrete wall to waterproof the 
basement I mixed the cement till I thought my arms 
would drop off but I loved every minute working with 
him. I never could understand my brother. Dad let him 
work with him all the time but Cleston kept sneaking off 
every chance he got! 

My Dad is still there for me. I know that he would do 
anything in his power to help me. That knowledge has 
given me great comfort throughout my life. 

Dad, I love you. 



1964 with Great Grandma Oaks 
Pam, Dad 

Cleston R, Ida Mae, Marlyss 
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Hot Jalapeno Peppers 
by Brian William Gross 
1999 



My most memorable story is of CB, Pam’s dad. I had brought over some of the hottest 
jalapeno peppers I ever tasted. I warned CB about them then I left the room for a 
minute. 

While I was gone CB bit the end from one of the peppers and determined that the 
pepper was not hot. When I returned to the room CB proceeded to put the pepper into 
his mouth chopping it up with his teeth as it went in. He was going to show me how 
macho he was. Everything was going fine until he came to the seeds in the pepper. 

You see that is where the fire is. All of a sudden his eyes got very large and his face 
turned red and he headed for the kitchen sink. He expelled that pepper as fast as he 
could, but it was not fast enough. He drank a quart of water followed by a large quantity 
milk followed by more water. 

Try as he might he could not put out the fire in his mouth. All the while he was 
muttering "That is not kosher". When the fire finally died down he told me to never bring 
him any more peppers. And I haven't. 



Brian & Brian T on BYU Campus 
Summer 1985 
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Labor Day 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
September 2000 

In the early 1950s, Monte, Howard, Ross, and I would get off work Friday afternoon, 
drive to St Anthony, Idaho, flop on grandma Torrey’s floor for the night, and fish our guts 
out for three days. Actually, we would only fish for 2 % days because there was a drive 
back to Utah Monday afternoon. 

On our first trips we would fish just above St Anthony, on the stretch of river between 
the steel bridge and the town of St Anthony. Later we would fish the river from the 
Ashton dam, to a bridge several miles down stream. Our favorite fishing hole was just 
down stream from a bridge near the dam. We called that section of the river, “the Big 
Hole”. We usually caught a few fish, and always had a fun time. HJ always tried to 
catch the most fish, and sometimes did. Ross would have probably caught the most 
fish, but HJ was always messing with Ross’s fishing gear and mind. Poor Ross! 

If you ever happen to see something go whizzing by overhead, it might be a Mepps 
spinner cast by Ross many years ago. Someone had cut his fishing line a few feet into 
the reel. When Ross cast toward the west bank of the Big Hole, his spinner and a short 
section of line launched into orbit. I tried not to laugh, but I failed. HJ didn’t even try. 

Twenty-nine years ago, 
during the Labor Day 
weekend, Conna, Cleston, 

Pam, and I were sitting on 
a houseboat at Lake 
Hartwell, wondering where 
in the world Marly was. 

That rat had run off to 
Valhalla, SC with Michael 
Turner and got hitched. I 
didn’t enjoy that Labor Day 
at all. I sulked and pouted 
for three days and nights. 

Then I sulked and pouted 
for a few weeks afterward. 

Eventually, I caved in and 
had fun on Labor Day 
weekends again. 

Today the Torreys, 

Turners, Wilsons, and August 2000 

Edringtons are going to 50 anni '' ersary 

meet at Marly’s for a cook out. I Back row - Mike, Jeff, CB, Cleston, Brian Wilson, Brian Gross 
am going to enjoy this Labor Day Middle row - Marlyss, Conna, Pam 

even though it won’t be at St Front row ' Michael ’ Marna ’ Melinda ’ Matthew 

Anthony with Ross and HJ [Howard Austin], I would enjoy it more if Pam and Brian were 
with us, but they have a long drive to see the Turners. They ration out the visits. 
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The Daily Funnies 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
9 September 2000 

I am forced to deal with the bare facts of everyday living. Thank goodness for Conna, 
or some days I wouldn't have anything to giggle about. 

Awhile back I heard Thump! Thump! Thump! coming from the family room. When I 
checked out the banging noise, I found Conna with a carpenter's hammer trying to 
pound a nail in the wall. She had noticed a piece of bare wall showing between all the 
pictures hung on the wall, and she was determined to hang another picture. The nail 
wouldn't go in, and she was scowling something fierce. I think I heard a few unlady like 
words coming out of her mumbling. She finally gave up and went to the Mall to calm 
down. Going to the Mall seems to give her life meaningful purpose. 

I didn't tell her, but the walls in the family room are literally "hard as a nail". Originally, 
the walls were ceiling to floor maple planks. Eventually I tired of panel walls and 
wondered what it would look like if it were plaster walls from ceiling to wainscot, and 
panels from the wainscot down. Being reluctant to rip out all those solid maple boards 
to install sheet rock, I thought I will simulate things first. I was thinking if it looked good I 
would do a permanent remodel. 

I bought a few sheets of cheap Masonite panels and used them to cover the paneling 
from the ceiling to chair rail height. I tacked a chair rail up to cover the break. It didn't 
look too good, so I thought maybe it will look better painted. One trial led to another, 
and before I could stop myself, the Masonite was nailed, taped, textured, and painted. I 
couldn't tell it wasn't wallboard (unless I tried to drive a nail into it). All this happened 
about 20 years ago, so Conna has forgotten watching me apply Masonite to the walls. 

If she remembered, she would be asking, "When are you going to finish that job, and do 
it right?" 

When I hang pictures on those walls, I have to drill a pilot hole for the hanger screws or 
nails. I don't dare tell Conna about the Masonite at this late date, she would blame her 
swollen and black thumbnail on me. Instead I let her believe there is some mysterious 
skill to hanging a picture. 

Conna hasn't given up thoughts of being a home improvement guru however; she 
watches all the How To TV shows on TLC, A & E, HGTV, etc. I am rotten! I say to her, 
"Why are you watching that stuff? You can't even hang a picture!" 

When I say things like that, she sends me to my room until I learn how to behave. 

TLC - The Learning Channel 
A & E - Arts and Entertainment 
HGTV - Home and Garden 
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Cleston and Conna 50 th anniversary 


Marne 1 st grandchild, 

Cole 1 sT great grandchild 



Great grandchildren 

Brooke, Brittany holding Bristol, Clayton, Cole 


107 














































Y2K Stinks!!! 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
February 2000 

So far, this year hasn’t been very friendly. Murphy seems to been working around the 
clock. Everything around us is falling apart. The hurrieder I go, the behinder I get! 

Winter Storm 2000 only compounded the problems. We had a mess on hand without 
the storm. It started with a Christmas gift to Conna from our kids. They gave Conna a 
roll of flooring to put down in our kitchen and laundry room. They even arranged to 
have it installed, thinking to save poor old CB from the project. 

To make things easy, I pulled up the shoe mold, moved the appliances out, and cleaned 
the area. With the appliances out of the way, repainting those rooms was a reasonable 
plan. Close inspection of the laundry room disclosed some moisture damage repairs 
were needed before painting. There have been many days spent removing, replacing, 
re-removing, re-replacing, and cussing. 

The floor men came on the appointed day, and in a few hours had accomplished their 
task. They even moved the refrigerator back in place for us. In the course of 
reconnecting the water line to ice maker, and replacing the cartridges in the water filter, 
plumbing problems started popping up. Torrey spent many hours under the kitchen sink 
replacing drainpipes and supply lines. The current technology of compression fittings, 
for plumbing systems, seems to be beyond Torrey’s latent abilities. I THINK the leaks 
have been eliminated, but I wouldn’t want to bet more 
than a dime on it. 

The drain for the washing machine is partially 
restricted, which apparently caused a bit of water to 
trickle out, during the drain cycle. Not enough to be 
obvious from the front of the machine, it wasn’t 
flooding the floor, but obvious when the machine was 
moved out. I am still working on opening the drain for 
proper flow. 

We haven’t had laundry equipment to use for about 10 
days. The racing stripes on our skivvies are beginning 
to become critical. We ordered new laundry 
equipment, which hasn’t been delivered yet. Our old 
machines were over 10 years old; we didn’t want to reinstall old, soon-to-need-service, 
equipment. The plan to call Good Will and have them collect the old machines has 
been changed to, “Torrey will deliver and install them for a needy family, identified by 
Conna’s Church friends.” 

My appliance delivery truck is still in the shop for service, so another task is on hold. My 
yard is still a mess of fallen limbs, a crushed wood shed, and crunched fences. The 
carport looks like Sanford and Sons. Conna is starting to lose patience! I am starting to 
lose the will to live. Thank God I never tried to make a living as a plumber, painter, 
sheet rock guy, electrician, or a building subcontractor of any kind. I hate starving to 
death. Where did I go wrong after I dropped out of school? 
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M u rphy's World 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
August 2000 

About a month ago, Wayne Willis (Dave Willis’s grandson) phoned and said he was coming 
to Atlanta July 30 th . He asked if I still had the popup camper and boat. He and his friends 
would like to use them. 

Over the years, Dave Willis and I have been social friends, sharing houseboats, beach front 
motels, ski boats, RCA meetings, and other pastimes. A succession of shared vacations 
became a way of life. Eventually, Dave’s son, and later his grandsons, joined in on some of 
the frivolous frolics. Several years we met at Lake Lanier Island campground, to camp and 
water ski. It got to be almost an annual tradition. Wayne has adopted me as a God 
grandfather, and for several years he and his friends have made the trip to the lake without 
Dave. I get included because I have the pop-up camper and a ski boat. 

When Wayne called I thought “Oh crap!” The boat and camper haven’t been used since 
he was here two years ago. I didn’t want to be bothered. However, I said, “Great. I’ll check 
out the toys. It will be good to see you again. 

The camper is old, a 70’s something model. When I popped it open, some of the stitching 
had dry rotted and pulled loose. The lights wouldn’t work, the tires were low, and spiders 
had made it home. I spent several days restitching canvas, rewiring dead lights, checking 
tires, bearings, etc. I never did get the boat up to standard. Sunday morning Cleston and I 
hauled the camper up to Lake Lanier and set it up. Sometime Sunday afternoon, Wayne 
and two friends arrived at the lake. 

Monday morning I had a dentist appointment, and a service call scheduled to repair our 
washing machine. I didn’t see Wayne and his friends Monday. Sunday night we had 
Gawdawfull thunder, lightning, wind and rain. Monday we had some more of the same. In 
two days we caught more rain than we have had all year. 

Tuesday morning I drove up to the lake to check on my God grandson and friends. They 
were doing OK, but had seen a lot of rain. Wayne’s friend, Tim, said, “Cles, there is a hole 
in your camper.” 

I asked, “What do you mean hole? Did you get soaked?” 

He said, “No. I will have to show you.” 

We took a look. During the night, Tim had rolled up against the canvas as he was sleeping. 
The stitching at the bottom of a screen window popped and he fell out of the camper into 
the mud. Wayne and other friend spent the rest of the night laughing. When I heard the 
tale, I spent a few mo’ laughing too. Tim had been worried that I would be PO’d about the 
ripped stitching. I reassured him it was old and rotten, and told them where the sewing kit 
was if they were so inclined. 

When I got home from the lake, Conna said, “I have bad news, our basement is flooded”. 

Again I said, “Oh crap!” Leaves and twigs had plugged up the gutter down spouts, forcing 
water to run over the sides of the gutters. Some rain splashed up against a basement door 
and managed to come inside. It turned out to be NOT serious. I noticed the area where the 
dogs hang out had gotten wet also. I imagine they were saying, ‘What kind of crap is this?” 

They probably wish I had taken them to the Animal Control Shelter as their previous owner 
requested. They wouldn’t have to sleep wet, in doggie Heaven. Unless things improve in 
the next 362 days, I ain’t going to sign up for 72. 
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Sugar Mountain Part One 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
February 2000 

The ski trip to Sugar Mountain, North Carolina turned out great. The negative thoughts 
while driving up there evaporated when we arrived within viewing distance of the ski 
area, it was white at the top. Our local weather has been like spring since the Winter 
Storm 2000 blew through here. We had started to worry we had waited too late for the 
ski trip. The mile high NC mountains haven’t thought much about spring yet. 

We set up housekeeping in a slope side condo at the Sugar Mountain Ski and Country 
Club complex. A ski lift called Big Red dropped skiers off a few hundred feet from our 
back patio. We could watch the skiers and snow boarders unloading, and sliding back 
downhill for another run. From our front entry, we could look up at a very steep mogul 
run, named Tom Terrific. There were very few skiers on that slope. 

When we wanted to go play on the slopes, we would leave the condo, pop on our skis, 
head down the mountain to the ticket office, and buy our daily lift tickets. 

Terrible Torrey being 70+ discovered two things: 

•You can get a complimentary ski pass when you are 70 yrs, or older. 

•It doesn’t take many runs down from the top to get your money’s worth, when you are 
beyond 70 and skiing free. 

Grandson, Matthew Turner (16 yrs), discovered two things: 

•Papa can’t keep up with him anymore. 

•Steep, Black Diamond mogul chutes are his favorite challenge. 

In the next life I plan to come back as a ski bum. 
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Sugar Mountain Part Two 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
February 2000 

We didn’t mention the other members of the mountain trip. Conna, Marlyss, and 
Melinda also drove to the mountains, and shared the scenery. Maybe we didn’t mention 
them because they spent a lot of time picking up after the hard working ski patrol. 
Cooking and cleanup are grunge jobs, but someone has to do it. That’s what camp 
followers are for. Right! 

Conna and Marlyss knew up front that they didn’t plan to ski, but Melinda planned to. 
She joined in for night skiing the day we arrived. Before the night was over she had 
crashed into Matthew, who had crashed in front of her. A sprained thumb and bruised 
elbow convinced her to turn in her skis and take up camp following with her mom and 
Nani. 

Between the grunge tasks, the girls went site seeing, took photos, assembled a couple 
jigsaw puzzles, read, watched TV, and relaxed. The skiers offered to take them out for 
meals but they opted to cook in. In fact, those gals made it so easy for the ski troops, 
they have an open invitation to go along on all camping expeditions. Those gals seem 
to have a good time camping as long as the camp facilities are Holiday Inn standards or 
better. 
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Trick or Treat! 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
31 October 2000 



One of my favorite Halloweens happened almost 20 years ago. I 
was part of the Mike Turner group watching our kids and grandkids 
as they went the rounds seeking Treats....hopefully their favorite kinds of candy. 


Tonight is Halloween. The kids will go looking for treats. Some of 
us old folks remember Halloween as a time when treats weren't 
any part of the fun. We set out to push over mail boxes, out 
houses, and other devilish deeds. It is much better now. 


My grandkids Marne, Melinda, and Michael were going house to house knocking or 
ringing, and when the door opened they would shout, "Trick or Treat!” Us old folks were 
standing back watching the action. 


We arrived at one house where the people had fallen into the Holiday mood. At a side 
entrance they had set up a big black kettle over a fire. The caldron was boiling! The 
lady of the house was dressed like a classic witch. She was stirring the pot and saying 
weird stuff out of Mac Beth. The guy was decked out like Frankenstein. Those folks 
were neat! There were hideous jack-o-lanterns and other spooky Halloween props. 


Marne and Melinda walked right up and said, "Trick or Treat!” Michael Jeff took one 
look, his eyes went wide, and he took off running for his life. He hurdled a retaining wall 
and skedaddled to the street. The next thing we saw of Michael was two large eyes 
peeking over the hood of a small car. No amount of coaxing could get him to go back 
and collect a Treat. 


His older sisters were usually good to their little brother and they shared their treats with 
him. 
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Duck Feet 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
27 December 2000 

Size 10 14 EEEE shoes are a tad tight when I first wear them but they feel good about the 
time the upper tears loose from the sole, by the little toe. When that happens, I throw 
them away and start with a new pair. Maggie (Conna) insists on it. 

Thoughts about feet continuing to grow, as we age, seem to be the case. When I first 
joined the Army in 1947, they told me I wore 8 14 EE combat boots. They seemed to fit 
OK after I broke them in and the uppers tore away from the sole, by the little toe. As the 
years passed, I gradually worked my way through larger and longer shoes. Comfort and 
total lack of pain was my goal. 

For years my favorite shoe was named After Hours. Murphy & Johnson sold them. I 
could buy a pair of 10 EEE After Hours and wear them out of the store. They would be a 
perfect fit from the first moment. In the early 80s, the After Hour line was discontinued. 
Apparently there aren't enough ducks in the world to keep a good line going. I panicked at 
the news of discontinuance and bought 2 pair. Now, about 18 years later, I am down to 
my last pair. The right shoe is a gaping disaster. The upper is torn loose from the sole 
letting my little toe get wet when I walk through dewy grass. Except for the wet toe, those 
shoes are too good to throw away, I don't care what Maggie sez! 

I soon learned, either my feet are still growing or shoe sizes are shrinking. A pair of 
10 EEE shoes are way too tight across the knuckles. My opposed big toe gets so numb it 
can't grasp things properly. When I started falling out of the trees, I went for larger shoes. 

I've heard that several parts of anatomy continue to grow as we age. Three that come to 
mind: nose, ears, and feet. Eventually we will possibly look like a combo of Pinocchio, 
Dumbo, and Daffy Duck. Cum to think of it, they also make belts shorter than they used 
to. In 1947, the Army supplied me with 28" x 32" pants. That size now fits one leg leaving 
about half the leg dragging the ground. A size 36"x 31" fit until Thanksgiving. Now that 
size is so tight, both legs go numb and I am falling out of the trees again. Life ain't fair! 
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A Day to Remember 
by Pamela Torrey Gross 
2000 

August 18, 2000 marked the 50 th wedding anniversary of my parents. They didn't want 
a party and had talked of taking a trip in the fall or winter but no plans had been made. 

My sister, brother, and I felt like something special ought to take place. We wanted 
something that would commemorate and honor our parents. Something they would 
remember for a long time. Something that would make them feel as special as we 
already know they are. 

We decided to have a family gathering at a very nice restaurant. I also wanted to put 
together a memory book for them. I sent out letters last spring to as many of their 
friends and relatives I could get addresses for. It really made it easy since the year 
before I just happened to put their Christmas card list in the computer so they could 
print off labels if they wanted too. I just love it when things work out so well. 

I soon started getting letters, emails, and phone calls from 
people all over the country that wanted to contribute to the 
memory book I was going to make. I had so much fun 
putting the book together. 

I think we could have stopped at the gifts and mom and 
dad would have been very pleased. They loved the book 
more than words can say. They loved all the gifts and 
cards. But we wanted to make it even more unforgettable. 



My sister arrived and had an orchid corsage for mom to wear. There was also a 
wedding cake and we took pictures of them cutting it and feeding it to each other. Mom 
was delighted with both the cake and the corsage. 

When it was time to leave for 
the restaurant and mom 
stepped out the front door. 
There sat a limousine and the 
driver waiting to whisk us off. 
There are no words to 
describe her happiness and 
surprise. She was so 
overcome she couldn't even 
remember what it was called 
and squealed with delight, 

"I've never ridden in a hearse 
before!" 

We ate dinner at Ruth's Chris Steakhouse. There were 15 in our group so we were in a 
private room. Everything was perfect, the decor, the service, and the food. I don’t 
remember ever tasting such wonderful food. Then just before we finished, the waiter 
brought out a slice of Chocolate Mouse Cheesecake with a candle on top. Everyone 
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wanted to taste it so they had to bring out a bunch of forks for us since they had already 
taken ours away. The slice of pie was so good and the size was unbelievable. It must 
have been 8 inches high and 4 inches wide. We all want to go back and get dessert. 



Back row 

Michael Turner, Jeff Edrington, Cleston B Torrey, Cleston R Torrey, Brian Willson, Brian Gross 

Middle Row 

Marlyss Turner, Conna H Torrey, Pam Gross 
Front Row 

Michael Jeff Turner, Marne Wilson, Melinda Edrington, Matthew Turner 


Congratulations! 


115 





116 























Christmas with Daily Deliveries 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
19 Jan 2001 

Let me go on record: I don’t fool around with mail order places on the internet. Never! 

I seldom even fool around with mail order places out of a catalogue. If it weren't for 
10 1/2 EEEE shoes and 37" waist bloomers, I would say, "NEVER' to all mail orders. 

I prefer touchy-looky before I buy. 

Conna, on the other hand has daily deliveries via UPS, FED EX, and the Postal Service. 
Every other day she has me running a "return to sender" mission. More than half of 
what she orders gets returned. Apparently she likes touchy-feely-looky too. She just 
doesn't mind paying Shipping and Handling to check things out. 

I get peevish when C Rae sends e-mail signed cb. 

When I get peevish, she says, "Oh well?!” She says it with a rising inflection on the 
"well" word. She knows how to say it so I become even more peevish. This scenario is 
an ongoing Maggie and Jiggs, simian relations comedy. 

Conna loves to shop. In recent years she 
has not been up to going out to the stores 
as much as she might desire but the 
Internet allows her to shop to her hearts 
content. The UPS guy knows us by sight 
and by name as he sees us almost every 
day. CB refers to Conna’s mail-order as 
“daily deliveries”. 

This year the daily deliveries have slowed 
down a bit with the failing health issues 
and not able to sit at the computer very 
long. 

Noity frcrwy Ptww t4crv^vvJ/^tr 2-01-3 

I searched my computer for “daily deliveries” and found an old email of dad’s from 2001. 

I had not realized how long ago dad began using that phrase. Maybe we can yet find 
some little stories from CB through all the old emails. Mom saved them all and she 
emailed many out. Apparently she also signed many emails as CB instead of Crae. 

Last year (2012) we took a picture with the idea of writing about the “daily deliveries”. The 
story didn’t make it last year. Up until this year there were a lot of “daily deliveries”. 

Another phrase used by CB almost every time anyone asks him how he is doing, and 
that we all love and want to remember is.... 

“Every Day’s A Holiday, Every Meal’s A Feast” 
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Olde Lang Syne 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
1 January 2001 

Ma and pa Torrey didn't even get out of sight for the 2001 festivities. 
Somewhere between sundown and midnight, both of us had closed it up 
and went to bed. 

This morning CB woke up real early, probably not too many hours after 
everyone else had sung Olde Lang Syne. He knew something was 
different from the celebrations of the 50s, 60s, 70s, and 80s. He didn't 
have a hangover. It is possible to feel healthy on New Years Day! 

Godfrey! He has suffered a lot of New Year Days needlessly. 

The Dixie South has its own traditions for a New Year's dinner: rice, black- 
eyed peas and fatback, onions, turnip greens, corn bread and sweet ice 
tea, and maybe something called chitterlings. We don't know about the 
chitterlings. Conna and I had the fare without the corn bread and ice tea, 
but with ham. We like that kind of food on occasion. In fact, we like it so 
much it is a wonder we don't eat it more often. We like corn bread and ice 
tea too, we just didn't have any. 

Today we stayed at home and kept the home fire burning. Except for feeding the yard 
critturs: the birds, chipmunks, squirrels, coons, cats and dogs, I may not have even 
gone outside. I think the tires to all our cars are frozen stuck to the driveway. I didn't 
bother to check. Tomorrow is soon enough. 

Conna spent part of the day de-decorating the house inside. My outside decorations 
are still strung up, unmolested. They are going to stay that way until a warm sunny day 
comes this way. As long as they are still hanging there, I plan to light them at night. 
Maybe the neighbors will think we have croaked because there isn't any activity 
showing at our place. I wouldn't be surprised to have someone come check on us. 

This year's resolution vow was, "I ain't making no stinking resolution!” 

So far I have kept that vow. 

The immediate plan is to stay warm until the Spring equinox. That is 69 days from now, 
but who's counting? 
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Bottles, Cans, Boxes, and Jars 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
May 2002 

Recently I noticed there were a bunch of drink bottles sticking up all over the back yard. 
Since we had a gang here this past weekend, I thought maybe someone was throwing 
empties off the back deck. When I checked it out, I discovered the drink bottles were two 
liter bottles. No one drinks out of a two-liter bottle anymore. The good old days of 
guzzling are long gone! 

Before I could pick up the trash and put it where it belongs, Conna said, "Leave my bottles 
alone!” Then I learn she has a new fascination, passed on by the Home and Garden 
Channel. She is saving drink bottles to make mini green houses. 

The program is: 

• Save lots of plant pieces. 

• Save lots of two liter drink bottles. 

• Save lots of plastic plant pots. 

(Bedding plant containers) 

• Buy potting soil. 

• Put potting soil in the plant pots, put a plant 
piece in the potting soil, put a drink bottle 
(bottom cut out) over the plant piece, put the 
whole thing out in a shaded place, keep it 
moist, and let nature take its course. 

I notice she has enlisted Pam to save creme soda 
bottles. Best Pam fry up some popcorn so's Big B 
can get a thirst on. Conna wants lots of bottles! She is bound and determined to start a 
weed factory. She needs your help cause she won't get much from me. In fact, I am 
negative help. If it ain't in a can, I won't drink it. 

Yesterday before I knew of the new program, I had put out some bedding plants and 
tossed the containers in the trash. Conna retrieved them and took inventory. She then 
said, "OK! Where are the rest of them?" 

I had tossed a couple of them inside an empty soil bag before putting everything in the 
trashcans. To keep the peace I retrieved the two plastic plant pots. 

My advice to you is, don't watch the H & G Channel. They must be broadcasting some 
hypnotic, subliminal commands to destroy the world. We are going to convert all yards 
into plastic bottle mosaics. 

On the other hand, it is sort of Deja Vu. Seeing empty drink bottles all over the place was 
my childhood's fantasy. I would take my .22 rifle to the city dump to shoot rats and bottles. 
Lots of times I would run out of targets before I ran out of bullets. Bottles used to have 
deposit value so not too many made their way to the dump. The rats would catch on fast 
and hide from me. They were cowards! I wasn't that good of a shot. 

Start the popcorn. Conna wants bottles. 
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Kids and Friends 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
31 March 2003 

Our kids are part of a close knit family. They phone us often, sometimes daily. 

Tutu [our son Cleston] phones in the morning, when he arrives at work. Usually he calls about 
6:45 AM. If I weren't already up taking care of pucker strings, I would probably tell him to 
knock it off, and call at a later time. He calls at noon, while on lunch break....and again on 
his cell phone when he is driving home from work. It has become such a ritual that we sorta 
worry something has happened to him when he doesn't call. 

Pam calls every evening about 8:00 and in between times when something unusual is 
happening in her world. She usually talks to her mom in the evening. They talk of church 
and artsy crafty projects. Pam is always making something...wall plaques, photo albums, 
new recipes, etc. She is a thoughtful person. Sometimes when she knows Conna will be 
away, she calls to talk to me. 

Marlyss' life is too hectic for her to call on a fixed schedule. She tends Cole during the 
week, while his mom is teaching school, and his dad is building houses. Cole is a high 
maintenance rat! His mom is going to bring home a sibling about August. We expect the 
shit will hit the fan when he learns he has to share his mom, dad, grandma, and grandpa 
with another rug rat. Marlyss is already afflicted with alopecia ariata. Come August she will 
probably go completely bald. 

Marlyss seems to have broad shoulders. She helps everyone, whether they ask for it or not. 
For instance, her next door neighbor (a woman) was having a new house built, and 
discovered masons were coming to brick the exterior in a day or two. The foundation 
contractor hadn't finished the brick sill, so it was, "Woe is me! What am I going to do?” 
Marlyss took her, in a pick up truck, to Lowes and got a load of Sakrete. They hauled it to 
the construction site and hand mixed concrete in a wheel barrow, to complete the brick sill. 

Mike and Marlyss are two of the most helpful folks I know. I have had their neighbors tell 
me that they consider the Turners to be real Christians, even though Mike doesn't go to 
church, and Marlyss is a Mormon. Mike works hard, plays hard, smokes, drinks beer, and 
still finds time to help a soul in need. An example of Mike’s generosity is like the time he 
heard on the TV news that our area had been shut down with an ice storm. We had no 
power, phones, Cable, and our streets were blocked with fallen trees. 

Mike loaded his power generator and a chain saw onto his truck and came to our rescue. 

He was prepared to saw his way to our house and hook us up with power so we could have 
heat and lights. Our neighborhood was without power for more than a week. We were 
possibly the only house with lights and heat in this area. Most of the neighbors left and 
went to motels, friends, and relatives until power was restored. 

I know in my heart of hearts, if Conna and I were to flop over and croak, the kids would 
come check on us to find out, "Why don't they answer the phone? Why don't they call? 

Why don't they write?" 

The flies, rats, and roaches wouldn't have enough time to get started on lunch before one of 
the kids would be here checking on us. 
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Camping Tales 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
15 March 2004 

I felt some relief when I watched the camper being pulled away. In my heart of hearts I 
knew I was being spared a tedious chore of restoring the camper to a useful condition. 

If I felt any sadness, it would only be from the sense of our vanishing youth. 

The camper was the source of many happy memories. 

Tutu bought the thing while he was living with us. He bought it 
from a previous owner who had taken good care of it. It had 
been stored in a garage and seldom used. Tutu paid $1200 for 
it. He and I took it to the Rocky Mountains on four separate 
vacations. It had been all over Idaho, Wyoming, Utah, 

Colorado, Montana, New Mexico, Arizona, and all the other 
states one must pass through to reach the Rocky Mountains. It 
was our shelter in desert heat and mountain freeze. 

One memorable episode happened as a two night event. We had camped in Utah at 
the Squaw Flat Campground in Canyon Lands. The day time temperature must have 
been above 100 degrees. We baked and sweated. We packed up and headed for 
Colorado’s high country. We next camped near Ouray Colorado. The campground was 
in a cirque basin high above Ouray. From our camp site we could look almost straight 
down to the lights of the town. It was snowing as we set up the camper. 

When we opened up the camper we discovered we had a hitch hiker aboard. A 
scorpion had hitched a ride from Utah to Colorado. I brushed the little rascal out into 
the snow where he disappeared. We laughed and laughed at what he must have been 
thinking. One day it was toasty warm and the next day he was over his head in snow. 

That camper wasn’t designed for winter use. It had a stove for cooking but no heater. 
We had summer use sleeping bags, no arctic down jobs. Two BFG’s (big fat guys) 
huddled and shivered for a couple nights even though it was August. The campground 
elevation must have been 10,000 feet or higher. For some reason elevation seems to 
make a difference regarding local temperatures. 

We spent another shivery night at a campground overlooking Fish Lake in Utah. It too 
is above 10,000 feet in elevation. We started out one evening with a gentle rain which 
evolved into an ice event. Our camper and SUV must have had an inch of ice covering 
them the next morning. It is a wonder our camper didn’t collapse from the weight. One 
of us commented, “You know? For August weather, this not fun.” We thawed out, 
packed up, and skedaddled out of the high country fast as we could. 

There was another high country campground in Montana. It was on the Continental 
Divide somewhere in the Bitter Root Mountains, between Salmon Idaho and Missoula 
Montana. It was cool but not cold. Also it was nearer to 7,000 than 10,000 
feet. The only excitement in that campground was the Grizzly bear that 
came sniffing through the area. Tutu and I didn’t see it until it had cleared 
the campground and was lumbering up a grassy hill side. 
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"Papa Is It OK if I Fish Off Your Boat?" 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
15 April 2003 



We know about rain. It happens here most weekends. When I was forced to keep a 
day job for this tribe to survive, I hated it to rain on weekends. That was my only free 
time to go to the lake to play in the water. 

Looking back, why did I care if it rained or not? We were only going to the lake to get 
wet anyway. Maybe I cared because it made it more difficult to build a fire to roast the 
hot dogs. Fire building was my job. Or maybe it was because I couldn't get the others 
to go with me if it was raining. Without others along, it would probably be a problem to 
drive the boat and also water ski. 

It has been so long since we did those things that I forget if a one-man ski team is 
difficult to pull off. In fact it has been so long ago, that I don't really care much if it was 
difficult or not. 

Thinking back about the lake, playing in the water, and toasting hot dogs brings back 
some memories of 'funny' happenings. 

On one occasion, the group was messing with the hot dog toasting time of day. Michael 
Jeff was about 8 years old. He came up to me and asked, "Papa, is it OK if I fish off 
your boat?” The boat was tied up in a nearby cove with a sandy beach. I figured he 
had a chance to catch a fish or two in the cove.... it was deep in the middle. I had 
visions of him standing on the boat, casting into the cove, and maybe catching a fish. 
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A short time later, everyone hears my boat crank up, hears gear shifting and other 
engine noises, and then sees my boat streaking out of the cove for parts unknown. I 
am sure I said. "Oh, Crap!” Then when the boat took a turn at the cove's mouth and 
disappeared from view, I probably said, "THAT FLATTERRAP!" 

Everyone had doubts that we would ever see the boat or Michael again. He had never 
been one of the boat drivers before. Sometimes, when we were out in the middle of 
open water with no other boats close by, I would let the kids steer the boat, but I kept 
control of the throttle. None of them had ever cranked it up, shifted gears, ran the 
throttle, or even suggested they wanted to try. Leave it to Michael to take things to a 
new level. He wasn't even wearing his Batman cape when he pulled that caper. 

About a half hour later he returned the boat, ran it up on the sandy beach, cut the 
engine off, tied the boat to the stub where he had found it, and strolled back to the 
picnic like nothing had happened. I didn't bother to say much but I learned leaving the 
key with the boat was not a thing to do. People had been telling me that for years, but 
now I believed them. 

Everyone had learned that Michael would probably pull some surprising stunt when he 
was wearing his Hero cape so we'd keep a wary eye on him. However, he completely 
pulled a sneakie on us that day. 

It has been several years since we have used the boat. Conna would be happy if I got 
rid of it. I have said I would but so far have maintained a procrastination mode. 
Procrastination is one of my talents. 
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The Truth about Recycling Cans 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
5 August 2003 



The truth about my can redemption practices are a bit shameful. 
Originally I would turn them in at a recycle center that was on my 
way to Sam's Club. The price per pound was 19 cents... it was 
hardly worth stopping. Ten pounds of cans is a couple bags full of 
the crushed and bent cans. All that hassle for less than two bucks! 
Why was I doing it?, you might ask. It was because C Rae made 
an issue of it. She would even have the nerve to ask for the refund 
money. One time I gave it to her. Selfish greed kicked in after that. 


The scene at the recycle place changed over time. The folks who 
were handling the can inspection, can weighing, and coin dispensing had evolved into 
Charles Dickens characters. I had the feeling there was a Fagin hanging around out of 
sight, monitoring their activities. When those raggedy muffins started asking me if I 
wanted the can chit, I noticed the hungry, hopeful, wistful look in their eyes. I would 
say, "Nah! You keep it". The look of delight they gave was worth more than the $1.17 
they were to give me. 


Later, a different Sam's was built closer t' home. I could go to a Sam's driving only 12 
miles instead of 20. I quit turning in cans. I started giving them to a neighbor who was 
into serious can collecting. He would save up a truckload before redemption. For a 
while he would come to my house and pick them up. Then he quit, so I would haul 
them to his yard.... across the street and up the hill. I would be muttering, "Barry oughta 
be toting these rascals!" 

Recently, I noticed a different recycle yard that is on the way to Tutu's...if I go the back 
way. Sometimes we avoid the Freeway because of horrendous traffic. There was a 
sign out by the entry gate that advertised "Aluminum - 35 cents a pound". I thunk, "now 
that is more like it!” I decided to try them out. Barry was out of the loop! 


This new recycle yard is awesome. I drove through the entry gate with a bag and a half 
of crushed and bent cans. I discovered I was in a short line of vehicles waiting to turn in 
junk. There were trucks loaded with all sorts of materials. Aluminum cans were not a 
common item being sold there, though they were included. Off in the distance I could 
see serious machines dismantling autos, and other stuff. Cranes were loading stuff in 
train cars. The place had its own rail siding. I thunk, "Oh! Crap!” What have I got 
myself into?" I considered skedaddling, but I toughed it out. 


When my turn at the trough came up, I watched a black guy load my puny load onto a 
massive conveyor belt. The cans went up into a huge bin. The black guy hollered, 
"Ocho libra!” A Hispanic looking guy, in a nearby guard shack looking mini-building, 
wrote something on a slip of paper and said, "Aqui senor". I took the paper and 
thunk,"?????" The guy in the guard shack pointed to an office trailer across the field. 
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I drove to the trailer, bumbled about until I found a ramp and door 
marked Customer Service. I went inside with a ???? look on my face. 
A bubba looking redneck pointed to a cashier window. I handed the 
person inside the slip of paper. She ran a computer for about five 
minutes and handed me a plastic card. Again I put on my best ???? 
look, and shrugged my shoulders. She told me there was an ATM 
outside, where I could draw my money. When I stuck the plastic card 
in the ATM outside, $2.80 chugged out. 

As I drove away, I thunk, "Barry is definitely back in the loop! Who 
needs this crap?" 

We are at least a month away from having a can storage problem, but when that day 
comes, Barry can have em'. 

My serious question for today is...."How come I can never write and send a message 
without it having flaws. I carefully read the message before I send it. It has been 
screened by Spell Check and read again. Then somehow, after I send it, flaws are 
stuck back into my best effort. It just ain't fair! When I read it back from the Sent box I 
am dumbfounded! I know I checked that stuff with a fine tuned eyeball. How did that 
crap get stuck back in?? 

A person has to be brave to be a writer. It sure ain't for me. 
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The Golden Years Are a Hoot 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
21 February 2004 

Folks in Plumb Nelly are getting tired of winter. Our winter is mostly frosty 
mornings, and cool to chilly days. I think we had a few flakes of snow drift down, 
but I'm not sure. The floaters in my eyeballs cause me to imagine things. In the 
summer I imagine I have a terminal case of gnats. In the winter I imagine we are 
having a snow flake event. 

Floaters are friends. On those days when I don't feel like kicking a hole in a 
ceiling, I can get horizontal and stare at the ceiling or sky and watch the floaters 
dog fight. Those rascals zoom around dodging and darting. The dog fighting is 
benevolent; I have never lost a floater yet. I call the big un' Red Baron. 

When I first noticed the floaters I rushed to an eye doc Guru. He said, "Yup! 

Y'all got floaters!” He then reassured me that I wouldn't notice them after a year 
or two, or after I croaked. I guess I am one of those that will have to go with the 
Croaked option. They have been with me about four years. 

The Golden Years are a hoot. I have etch-a-sketch vision, hourly Pee breaks 
every night, and butt muscles located in the hip pocket region that throw Charley 
Horse conniption fits if I try to walk a mile. When I take these symptoms to the 
AMA, they prescribe pills to lower my BP (blood pressure). Then they tell me I am 
in great shape for an old guy. They claim I will feel a lot better when my BP is 
00/00. We are gradually getting there. 


Therefore, I count my blessings as I watch the floaters dog fight, and etch-a- 
sketch. I seldom walk a mile, and when I do, I usually swear off doing it again. 
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Dull Days and Perilous Adventures 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
30 September 2005 

I figure I am pretty much down to dull days and an occasional perilous adventure. My 
days are so dull that a perilous adventure isn’t likely to happen. I tend to have my 
perilous adventures at night in my dreams. The problem with perilous adventures that 
happen when you are dreaming is you can’t usually remember them long enough to tell 
the tale. Upon awakening I have about a microsecond to tell the tale or it evaporates 
from memory. 

Last night I must have had a perilous adventure. I was lying on a sofa watching TV. I 
was in the mode that Conna likes least; snoozing away on the sofa while the TV blares 
on. The last thing I remember, I was watching the 11 o’clock evening news. The next 
thing I remember is extreme pain in the big toe on my right foot. After a long silent 
scream of anguish, I wondered, “What in thee?” 

Eventually I partially figured out the scenario. I had snoozed off to the news. The 
violence the news was covering subliminally directed my dreaming. During a dream of 
violent activity, which I cannot remember, I must have been trying to kick the crap out of 
someone evil. The dream induced me to lash out and kick the coffee table which is 
near the sofa. I wrecked my tender toe which I have been pampering because it has a 
partially ingrown toe nail. In a case like that, “AARGH!” isn’t near enough. 

Mother Nature is supposed to protect dreamers by disconnecting their motor nerves 
during dream time. It could be lethally perilous to have your body acting out your 
dreams. I have always had a flaw in my dream-time gear box. As a child I would walk 
in my sleep. A number of times I would wake up locked out of my parent’s house. 

There was a night lock on the front door which would allow you to open it from the 
inside but would be locked to outside entry. I would awaken pounding on the door and 
yelling, “Let me in!” Usually a disgruntled parent would rouse to let me back inside; 
otherwise I would have to go to the back door which was never locked. Little kids don’t 
much like walking around the house in the dark. Where’s the Boogie Man hiding! 

I suppose I need to protect myself if I’m going to start mobilizing during dream time. I 
can either move the coffee table away from the sofa when I decide to lay down to watch 
TV or I can duct tape pillows to my feet. 

I sure hope I don’t resume the sleep walking 
habit. What would the neighbors think if they 
were to see me walking around outside with 
pillows duct taped to my feet. Thank 
goodness I don’t sleep in the warm and fuzzy 
bunny rabbit sleepers that my mom used to 
load me into for the night. If I were to go 
wandering outside dressed in that costume I 
would have to move to another state. I do 
not like to be laughed at. 
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A Day in the Life of CB 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
23 March 2004 

Last night turned into a Three Dog Night. My thermometer on the 
back deck says it is 29 degrees. Last night I slept inside, the two 
dogs were on their own. They were up before dawn, barking and 
whining, “FEED ME!” Scratch, the cat, was screeching the same 
message. I was forced to go out into the chill to shut them up. 

Sheba is a nice polite mutt. She stands back wagging her tail and 
looks up at me with adoring eyes when I am putting food in her bowl. 
She won’t start eating until I leave. I feed her last or she would stand 
back while Bear ate everything. 

Bear is a pig! He jumps up and down and barks while I am trying to feed him. I have 
learned that I must dump all his food in his dish on the first try. If I dump only part of it, 
he dives in to chow down. The second dump lands on the back of his head. He is ugly 
enough without a crown of Alpo. 

Conna just left to take a day trip with the Old Fart Group. She and one of her hair 
friend/customers are going to visit Macon during the Cherry Festival. The tour includes 
a visit to several antebellum mansions, a visit to the Ringling Brothers winter quarters, 
and the inevitable shopping stop the Old farts must do. I refused to go on this trip. We 
took it a year or two ago. I have already visited the Haye House and seen the other 
Macon sights. According to Pam, the Cherry Blossoms are in full bloom this time. We 
missed the Big Bloom the last trip. A tour guide described how the Cherry Blossoms 
look when they are popped out. Someone said, “That sounds like the sights in 
Washington DC when the cherries are blooming”. 

The tour guide said, “Yip! DC liked the way ours looked so they planted their own.” 

I expect Conna will return with an armful of potted seedlings. She will call, “CB! I need 
your help!” Then she will instruct me to go plant her new cherry trees. Fifty-three years 
and 217 days have taught me what to expect from Conna. Last trip I was there to talk 
her out of buying trees to plant. This trip she has a free hand. I might as well go 
outside and start digging holes. We have an orchard in our future. 
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How Time Flies! 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
26 March 2004 


This morning I was watching FOX News on TV, mostly about Kerry and Bush. I started 
reading the news scripts scrolling by on the bottom of the screen. A News Flash said 



“Fifty years ago RCA introduced color TV to the consumer market. 
The first color TV was a 12” screen with a price tag of $1000.” 

I did a double take and said, ‘Holy Smoke! Where did the time go! 


I was working for RCA at that time. They were paying me about $2 bucks per hour. I 
figured I couldn’t afford to buy a color TV just yet. 


After a bit the TV dealers and distributors noticed they weren’t selling any color TV sets. 
RCA repriced the TV sets. The new price was $500. Soon the dealers and distributors 
were whining they couldn’t sell them at half price. Maybe the fact there was only a few 
hours a week of color programming being broadcast had something to do with poor 
sales. 


The RCA Distributor in Salt Lake City offered to sell his stock at cost. We decided to 
buy. We paid Leland Flint $375.00 for a 12” color TV. My dad took a look and said, “I 
want one too.” Conna and I had the first color TV in American Fork, Utah and my dad 
had the first color TV in Dugway, Utah. For some reason those news facts weren’t 
scrolled on Fox News. What’s a guy gotta do to get his name in the paper? 

I might feel slighted except my grandkids have no idea who General Sarnoff was. I 
suppose 50 years from now kids won’t know who we were. None of those little buggers 
will be missing us! 



David Sarnoff 

Chairman emeritus of the RCA Corp., in 1966 
RCA's general foresaw radio as a mass medium 
built around a network, then did it again for 
television, rearranging living rooms everywhere. 
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The Good Old Days 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
25 March 2004 


I grew up during a period where most guys did a lot of DIY stuff (Do it Yourself). 
Plumbers were tradesmen that sissies used. I helped my dad with the stinky 
chore and later did my own plumbing repairs. I will admit I was never real 
swift with soldering copper pipe. However, I would do it. I would keep trying 
until things quit leaking. I was better with threaded pipes and pipe dope. I 
figured I was about as good as I needed to be. 

The past few years have caused me to lose confidence with successful 
plumbing. When the plumbing trade started trying to use some of the new 
stuff, I have reverted to using metal and mostly threaded fittings. 

Even so, I still have minor disasters. 

For instance, I replaced the filters in the under sink filter system I installed 
years ago. The replacement happened February 14, just about 5 weeks 
ago. Last night Conna asked, ‘Did you spill something? It is wet in front of 
the sink!” I scurried to investigate. Sure enough, there was water on the 
floor. “WHAT IN THEE!” I thought. 

The water was seeping from the cabinet under the sink. Somehow after five weeks 
Murphy has loosened one of the filter tanks a tad. Water was oozing out of the 
threaded area. I dismantled everything thinking to find a nicked O-ring seal. Not so! 
The O-ring seemed intact. I reinstalled everything and dried the mess. I have left 
things open to check for leaks. None have happened. Do I feel safe? Heck no! I’m 
thinking Murphy will unscrew the tank a half turn and giggle when the dripping returns 

Maybe it was better in the olden days when you kept the water supplies outside. My 
great, great, great grandpa didn’t have no durn trouble with leaking pipes. Come to 
think of it, Niels Jens Bonde didn’t have any leaking pipe problems either. His water 
supply was about 30 feet from the kitchen door. It was a 4” pipe spewing artesian 
water. He would fill a bucket and carry it inside. Those were the good ole days! 




Also Niels Jens Bonde didn’t have to fool with plugged toilets. However, there was an 
occasional need to dig a new pit and move the outhouse. That labor came under the 
label of pick and shovel work. It had nothing to do with plumbing. I did become an 
expert at pick and shovel stuff. I have never had any back fires from those projects. 
Plumbing is beginning to piss me off. I may just use real plumbers from now on. They 
will replace up to three faucet washers for only $100. 
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Super Klutz 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
1 April 2005 

This isn’t my finest era; if Murphy isn’t pulling some 
caper, I am blundering into some self-made mess. The 
other morning I spotted a Palmetto bug staggering 
across the floor. Palmetto bugs are large dark 
cockroaches. They are about the size of your thumb; 
they live outdoors but will try to sneak into your house. 

Apparently one had managed to cross the Bug Begone 
area that I keep sprayed around the foundations of the 
house and had managed to come inside. 

Normally those critters run so fast you aren’t sure if you 
saw one or not. When they have wandered across the 
Bug Begone they stagger around and are easy to spot. 

However, when they are in that mode they will speed up 
and run for cover if they sense you are about to smush 
them. Such was the case the other morning; I lurched 
to smush him and he dashed for cover. In the lurch I 
knocked over one of Conna’s house plants. The result 
was a lot of little rocks and a bunch of water spilled on 
the carpet. The critter scooted under some furniture; I 
let him go while I cleaned up the mess. 

Later he made another appearance while Conna was in the room; I was called upon to 
take action; once again I lurched. This time I managed to knock down a plate that was 
hanging on the wall. The plate broke of course taking away the thrill of victory that I had 
smushed a bug. Conna wasn’t real thrilled with my performance even though the bug 
was gonzo. 



What is a Palmetto Bug? 

Odds on, if you live in South Florida, you have already encountered a Palmetto Bug or two. What are 
they? Simply stated, a Cockroach. But not your ordinary run of the mill cockroach. No, they are nothing 
like the cute little creepy crawlies you see in Orkin commercials. 

For one thing, Palmetto Bugs tend to be a bit larger then your average roach. I'm not kidding when I say 
that I have seen them grow to three inches or more. You may think cockroaches are gross, but the 
experience is much more vivid when all the gory details are magnified. As if that wasn't enough, Palmetto 
Bugs can fly! Yes, fly. You have never been creeped out, until you see a three inch roach fly up and land 
on the table next to you. And it gets worse, Palmetto Bugs aren't afraid of the light. You're just as likely to 
encounter one during the day as at night. The last little detail to distinguish the Palmetto Bug from your 
average cockroach is that they are armored. Step on one and you're lucky if you get its attention. You 
don't even get the pleasure of squishing one. 

http://www.dudeface.com/pbdefinit.html 
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Perilous Events 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
1 August 2005 

I had child proofed our house when our grandkids 
were small. When I rebuilt our back deck I spaced 
the balusters on 4 V 2 inches centers. That was the 
spacing that would fit the deck posts and also be 
close enough together to keep a kid’s head from 
passing through. We had to reinstall expansion 
gates at the top of our stairways when the great 
grandkids started showing up. I think all the kid 
proof stuff is mostly for show and my nerves. The 
little buggers are natural born lock picks; they see 
any barrier as a problem to solve. 

I think I have told you the tale of 1 V 2 year old 
Brooke. She got her mom’s SUV keys, climbed into 
the vehicle, closed the door, locked the doors; she 
was trying to insert the key in the switch when she 
was discovered. Fortunately the vehicle won’t start 
until the brake is depressed; her short legs couldn’t fit that in. Also fortunately the SUV 
has a Satellite Tracking system so her mom was able to call On Star, give them a 
request to open her locked car doors, and give them a VIN number. They unlocked the 
vehicle with nary a window being broken. This cyber stuff is truly amazing. 

Brooke is now driving her brother’s battery powered jeep around like Dale Earnhardt. 
Her brother has a battery powered motorcycle so he is cool with his little sister driving 
his jeep. 




Brooke, Cole, and Thunder 
January 2005 



Brooke and Marne 
May 2005 
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Time Marches On 

Nov 26, 2005 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 

I don’t understand the fascination, and apparent need, for background music 24/7. It 
must be a girlie thing. Just yesterday, Conna mentioned the many new products that 
our granddaughters are acquiring. For instance, Melinda has a new SUV which has 
three video screens for watching DVD movies. There is a screen on the back of the 
headrest of the driver’s seat, another one on the headrest of the front passenger seat, 
and another one that can be swung down from the roof for the passengers in the third 
row seat to watch. The new SUV is a Nissan; her previous SUV was an American 
product. Her husband, Jeff, has decided Americans make poor quality vehicles. He 
upgrades vehicles about once a year. 

While Conna was on the subject of NEW toys, she said, “I need a portable DVD player”. 

I asked her, “Why? We don’t have any DVD disks.” Her reason was she needed a 
video screen in the kitchen, to watch while she is cooking cookies. She concluded that 
maybe it was a small screen TV that would fill her perceived need. 

Usually we drive our own unassigned cars; I drive the old white car, and Conna drives 
the newer gray car. Conna likes to listen to music while she is driving; I like to be able 
to hear regular road noises. Occasionally Conna will drive the old white car. The next 
time I go to drive it, the first thing to get my attention is about +70 db of audio when I 
first start the car. This caper happens often enough that I haven’t needed the use of X- 
lax for many moons. Switching cars keeps me regular. 

For a while I wondered, ’’Why does Conna have the volume turned so high?” Then I 
realized that road noises make it natural to turn up the volume, so the radio’s noise can 
be heard above the noise of screeching brakes, sirens, and the horn blowing of angry 
fellow travelers. When I drive her new gray car, like when I am taking it to load it with 
gas, I usually think to turn off the radio before I start it. I never remember with the old 
white car. It must be a CRS (can’t remember stuff) issue. 


Our family tradition for Christmas has evolved into a 
monster. Everyone must have about 100 packages to 
unwrap come Christmas morning. The tradition I 
remember from my youth was only one package for 
each adult, and maybe three or four for the rug-rats. I 
not only dread the coming of Christmas, I truly hate it. 

Only the watching of the frenzy of the rug-rats, on 
Christmas day, makes it tolerable. Our grandkids are 
establishing their own family traditions, so I don’t see 
much rug-rat action on Christmas Day. Time marches 
on...Dang! Now I am in a bad mood. Christmas 2005 



If Mother Nature is going to pull off a massive extermination, via a meteor strike or 
super nova, I hope it happens soon. Christmas is about 
to bite my butt, already I am starting to hyper-ventilate. 

Oh! The anxiety of it all! 
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Eye Balls 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
17 September 2005 



Years back when my eyes first 
started failing me when I was 
looking at things close up, I 
resorted to buying ‘reading 
glasses’ at the Five and Dime 
stores. I would get the half 
frame granny glasses with which 
I could peep over the top to look 
at distant items. The cost of 
those visual aids was less than 
$10. I started buying the+1 
diopter strength and eventually 
worked my way up through 
stronger lens as my eyes grew 
older. 


May 2004 


Conna has strong feelings 
against eye glasses, especially 


cheap drug store products. She would tell me I was going to ruin my eyes with the use 
of cheap magnifiers. She would insinuate I was stupid. She would complain to her 
Ophthalmologist about my ignorance when she would visit him. He would tell her, “If 
the cheap glasses help his vision, they won’t hurt anything”. Conna also would tell me 
that my using an Optometrist for vision checks was dumb; I should use her 
Ophthalmologist. The reasoning was an optometrist wouldn’t be qualified to diagnose 
eye diseases; maybe I had glaucoma, eye cancer, or halitosis. 

Eventually I bowed to her advice; I did schedule a visit to her Ophtho guy. He did his 
thing; he prescribed a lens formula, advised me to use his buddy next door who made 
glasses, and turned me loose to stagger out into the blinding daylight. I did go next 
door and ordered some bifocals before I blindly drove home in the glare. Those glasses 
cost me $350; that is the last time I order something without asking the price. 

I had trouble getting used to bifocals. I would especially have trouble trying to walk 
down stairs; the glasses made the stairs look like they were right under my chin. After a 
few near falls down steps I reverted to using the cheap granny glasses when I had a 
need to read. Before I ever got back to retrying those $350 glasses my vision had taken 
a quantum drop to a new level. Those glasses were almost useless to me; I kept them 
as a backup since they were slightly better than nothing. I probably still have them 
somewhere. I’ll let my survivors figure them out. 

The use of the cheap granny glasses led to some strange behavior from me. One time I 
was trying to help a bench tech fix a TV. I was wearing a pair of those cheap glasses 
and I still couldn’t see well enough. On impulse I dragged out my second backup pair 
and placed them on top of the first pair. It must have looked strange because the bench 
tech started laughing. He called the other folks in the Branch to, “Come look at Torrey!” 
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Another episode happened when we were having a District meeting. I was in the midst 
of my obligatory portion of the meeting; I was up delivering a boring presentation of 
Tech Performance Statistics. Everyone, including me, was trying not to fall asleep. 
During the presentation I would put a pair of the cheap glasses on to read a note; I 
would then take them off to speak. You can probably imagine the scene; on with the 
glasses, off with the glasses, on with the glasses, off with the glasses. 

During one transition when the glasses were going on, they caught my dangling tie and 
dragged it up to my face. There I stood, right out in plain sight of the Atlanta District and 
some Cherry Hill folks. With the tie obstructing my vision the only thing I could say was, 
“Who turned out the lights?” 

That woke everyone up, including me. Everyone laughed except me. I survived the 
day but I suspect my reputation for giving a presentation went down the drain. Since I 
hated public speaking I probably hoped, “Maybe they will never ask me to participate in 
any more meetings”. 



From left to right: 

Marv Johnson, Dick Reahm (Plunger), Cles Torrey, I don’t know! 

Marty Barnabik, Jerry Phister (glasses), Larry Black, and Jim Collins 

We were living in Georgia; I was attending an RCA Manager’s Meeting in Miami Florida, 
sometime in the 1960s. 

Marv Johnson was the Manager of the Ogden Utah Branch; Plunger had a Region FSE title the 
same as I. Most of the other folks were from our Home Office (Cherry Hill NJ). A couple of them 
were minor VIP guys, like in Vice President. Larry Black was the Manager in Las Vegas NV. Pat 
and Howard had met him through Marv Johnson. They took him out to Dugway to hunt for 
geodes a time or two. 
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ooped Out Papa 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
21 April 2006 

Today 2 year old Brooke came to visit. I have long 
forgotten how much energy a two year old kid has. I 
wish I could snitch some for my own use. 

Like most little kids, she is interested in everything. She 
is nonstop with questions and investigating. She was 
Nani’s little shadow for a while; she would start shouting 
“Nani where are you?” if Conna got out of her sight for a 
microsecond. 


Somewhere along the line, I decided I 
could sneak in a short nap. I found an empty room with a couch and assumed the 
horizontal. Before the ‘snooze’ micro-switch clicked, I heard “PAPA!” 

It was Brooke checking on me. I told her I was going to take a nap. 

She asked, “Are you going to take a nap Papa?” 

I said, “I hope so”. 

She said, “Oh”. 

She left the room and closed the door. Conna says she 
came out and said “Shh! Papa is taking a nap”. 

Once again before the micro-switch could close, I heard 
“PAPA!” 

Brooke had come to check on me. We talked a bit; I 
told her I wanted to take a nap. Once again she asked 
if I was going to take a nap. I told her “Yes, I am all 
pooped out”. 

She asked, “Are you all pooped out?” 

I said “Yes!” 

She said, “I will go get you a diaper”. 

I gave up, got up, and went to play with Brooke. She is 
a delightful child; she reminds me of her mom when she 
was two years old. Those were my good old days. 





Nani and Brooke 
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Brown Spots and Snakes 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
17 February 2006 

Written after a trip to the doctor to zap some brown age spots: 

As for the ugly brown spots that were psssed upon yesterday, they are now double ugly. 
I may drag out some of the ski togs for public travels; a whole head ski mask would hide 
my head from view. I can wear long sleeves and gloves to hide the hands. I will just 
keep a low profile until after the next skin shedding. 

Yesterday I was thinking it would be ‘cool’ to be a snake since they can grow a new 
purty skin and new fangs when the old ones drop out. Since then I have reconsidered; I 
would rather starve to death than swallow a mouse. Our great grandson, Cole, has a 
pet snake. He feeds it frozen baby mice. I am almost certain that I would starve before 
I went that route. 

It is no wonder that Cole wanted a snake for a pet. His grandma is Marlyss; she always 
wanted a snake for a pet when she was a kid. Conna would have no part of keeping a 
pet snake. 

One day Marlyss came in from outside and said to Conna, “Look mom!” 

Marlyss had captured a blue bellied lizard and was happily showing her mother her new 
‘best’ friend. 

Apparently Marlyss passed on the genes that make a person want a pet snake to her 
kids and grandkids. Cole’s mother went along with him having a snake. 



137 



Fish Fry and Other Facts 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
27 March 2006 

Our fish fry last Saturday was not a miracle like the Jesus meal at Galilee; we had only ten 
people, and many, many fish filets. We did have a lot of leftovers but not nearly 12 baskets 
full. All the folks that ate fish last Saturday are still living; I don’t know about the folks who 
were at Galilee. If any of them are still living....It’s a miracle! 

Our five year old great grandson, Cole, loves crab legs. I don’t think he ate anything but 
crab legs plus the obligatory birthday cake and ice cream. Our four year old great 
granddaughter, Brittany, is a fussy eater; she ate a bowl of rice which was cooked specially 
for her. She will also eat macaroni and cheese. It is probable that she ate only the icing off 
her piece of cake. 

When our daughter, Marlyss, was a child she was a fussy eater. She would not eat 
anything unless it was loaded with sugar. One meal I recall, after she was old enough to 
talk a bit, she was asking for more syrup for a pancake. The pancake was already 
swimming in syrup. I was a tad PO’d about her eating habits and sarcastically asked her if 
she would like some sugar cubes with syrup on them. 

Her eyes lit up and she said, “YEAH!” I gave her some more syrup for her drowned 
pancake. 

Our youngest great grandchild, Brooke, will eat anything. She possibly takes after her great 
grandfather when it comes to eating. About a year ago, when she was a creeper/crawler, 
her grandma Marlyss told me she needed to clean her house because she was expecting 
Brooke to arrive soon. Marlyss keeps Brooke during the day while Marne is teaching 
school. I questioned why she would clean house just because a baby was coming to visit. 
The answer was, “Brooke will eat anything she can find. I don’t want her to find a dead fly 
in a window sill, she might eat it”. 

Brooke is a wild thing! Saturday at the T-ball game her big brother was flying a paper plane 
that someone had folded for him. Brooke watched him for a while and then she started 
stalking him. With a fiendish gleam in her eye, she pounced on his plane before he could 
retrieve it after one flight. She crumpled it into a wrinkled ball and took off running with his 
ruined plane. He was yelling and chasing after her. Lots of folks stopped watching the T- 
ball game to watch Brooke mess with her brother. Eventually some kind soul folded 
another plane for Cole. 
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Let’s Go Fishing! 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
25 May 2006 

Kids can come up with some funny stuff. A while back our great grandson was going 
with his dad on an occasional fishing trip. Brian Wilson is a devout fishing fool; he 
enters many fishing tournaments and belongs to two fishing clubs. He is about as close 
to being a professional fisher as a guy can be. When he takes Cole fishing it is usually 
to a small lake that is on property that the Wilson family owns. I think the lake is about 
13 acres in size and has been stocked with bass by Brian. Some huge lunkers live in 
that pond. 

Up until recently little Cole had not hooked a fish on his own line. His dad had 
sometimes handed him a pole with a fish on to let him have the fun of reeling in a fish; 
but Cole had not been lucky with his own pole. When he would return from fishing, 
when I was around, I would ask him, “How many fish did you catch?” He would answer, 
“Not any”. 

Despite his lack of luck he didn’t lose interest. He would fish all day and beg to stay 
longer when his dad would say it was time to go home. Several times when Brian was 
heading out to a fishing tournament, Cole would throw a hissy-fit to go too. 

Recently Cole has cracked the code; he has managed to hook a few fish on his line. He 
has caught a few that would make a grown man proud. When someone asks Cole what 
is his most favorite thing to do he will answer, “GO FISHING!” We occasionally ask him 
that question just to get his motor running. 

One day someone said to Cole, “Your daddy knows a lot about fishing. He can teach 
you how to catch lots of fish”. 

Cole told him, “I know all there is to know about fishing. I can catch all the fish I want.” 



June 2002 
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Bike Riding 101, Again 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
21 May 2004 

It was days before I dared leave the safety of the family front lawn and to venture out 
into the heavy traffic. I suspect I might have learned a bit quicker had I been pedaling on 
pavement instead of soft sod, but my crashes were more friendly. Except for the 
terminal grass stains there were no serious bodily injuries. 

I think maybe I passed my inherent bike skills on to my 
grandson, Michael. When he was three or four, he had a small 
bike with training wheels. He had been riding it on the family’s 
pavement; carport, sidewalk, and driveway. One day when we 
went to visit, Michael said to me, “Papa, will you take these 
training wheels off? 

I’m not a widdle kid!” 

I found some of his dad’s tools and removed the training 
wheels. Michael attempted to shove off but lost his balance 
and crashed. He looked up and grinned. He said, “Sometimes 
I have twubble getting started”. 

With a stabilizing hand I helped launch him up the driveway 
toward the street. The driveway was slightly up hill. Michael’s 
progress was very erratic; he zigged and zagged all the way to 
the street. He did a wobbly turn around and started back toward the house. Because of 
the slight decline, he started picking up speed. He hadn’t mastered the chapter about 
brakes yet. As he approached the carport full of cars traveling faster and faster, his eyes 
got bigger and bigger. Before he struck the first parked car, he zipped off the pavement 
and crashed on the lawn. He looked up and grinned. He said, “Sometimes I have 
twubble getting stopped”. 

During another visit to see the kids and grandkids, I watched Michael perform the 
mother of all bike crashes. He was riding a full size bike and was exploring a dirt road 
which ran past his parents place. The road was some farmer’s country lane leading to 
pastures, a barn, and coral fences. The lane ran up a quite steep hill; it wasn’t a very 
good road. I watched Michael come flying down the hill, saw him lose control and crash 
into the bushes off the side of the road. The crash looked serious; I went running! I 
found him scratched and a bit dazed. I asked, “What happened pal?” 

He answered as serious as a heart attack, “I don’t know! 

I think my front wheel hit a wock, and my bike went cwazy!” 
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I Need a Bigger Brick 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
10 June 2006 

Michael Jeff was our tough little guy. He would seldom cry when hurt, even when he 
was seriously hurt. 

Once I observed him trying to operate a teeter-totter when he was about four or five. 

He couldn’t find a willing companion to weight the other end of the board. He struggled 
and struggled to roll a cinder block onto the board to be his teetering buddy. With the 
block in place he went walking up the board in his little cowboy boots. 

I yelled at him to “Stop!” 

He kept walking. When he hit the counter balance point of the board; he went down 
and the block went up. 

When the block’s end hit the dirt, the block rolled off the board. Now Michael’s end 
came crashing down. Michael was slammed to the ground face first. He got up with a 
serious grimace on his face and began rubbing where he was hurting. 

He said, “I gotta find a bigg-o bwick!” He couldn’t pronounce R’s at the time. 

Despite his hurting, I had to laugh. 
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Dental Treatments 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
21 March 2007 

Yesterday was the last day of winter; today is the first day of spring. Yesterday was so 
warm that I almost turned on the A/C. Common sense told me only an idiot would turn 
on A/C in the winter, so we sweated a bit while we waited for spring. Today might be 
different; A/C is allowed in the spring, and demanded during the summer. 

I have no natural instinct for suffering pain and misery. Any dumb self-treatment, like 
busting off molars with a pair of channel locks, wasn’t a genetic issue. It was the result 
of having a poor example to follow. 

When my dad was young, he had suffered an oral infection; a problem called “trench 
mouth” in the olden days. It left him with failing teeth. He said something like, “Dang! I 
might as well get it over with”. He went to Homer to have all his teeth snatched in one 
sitting. Homer had told him to bring a ‘ride home’ because he was going to need help. 

A neighbor went with him. The neighbor helped hold his head still while Homer did the 
yanking. About 32 yanks later, my dad was a gummer. He was totally disabled for a 
couple days from the shock. However, his attitude was OK with the fact there was no 
Novocain used. 

Homer had snatched one of my secondary molars while I was in high school. Prior to 
the yanking, he had told me, “This will be a bit brisk”. That was a classic 
understatement; also it was the main reason I quit visiting dentists until I was in the 
army. The army must have held a gun to my head to get me in a chair. That was 
where I learned of Novocain. 

When we first moved to Plumb Nelly, I selected a local dentist with good local 
references. He spoke “Y’all” with a distinct southern accent. He and I had things in 
common: age, army experiences, and a tour of Korea. When he retired from doing 
dental work he selected his replacement. 

The replacement also spoke “Y’all” but he had a slight Yankee accent. I guess he was 
from a mixed marriage; a mixture of Yankee and Rebel. I never asked and he never 
offered. I never did ask him why he sounded Yankee. 

He soon had to switch to a different line of work; his eyes let him down for dentistry. He 
and Dr Staley, (the original dentist) selected Kim as a replacement. I have no real 
prejudice, so I stayed. Dr Kim is a very good dentist by my standards. His parents 
brought him to the USA when he was two years old. 
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My dental standards were established by Dr Homer during my 
impressionable years. Dr Homer had his own standards; they 
did not include the use of Novocain, laughing gas, or 
sympathy. When I would whine while he was drilling or 
yanking, he would tell me if I wanted Sympathy I could find it in 
Webster’s Dictionary. He might have been the inspiration for 
the movie scene where Dr Mengela was drilling holes in Justin 
Hoffman’s teeth and asking him, “Is it safe?” He is the main 
reason I swore off dentists and started self-treatment. As it 
turned out, my treatments were equally painful. If you have 
ever tried to pull an impacted molar with a pair of Channel 
Lock pliers, you too would give up self-dentistry. 

A couple years ago I went to an Oral Surgeon to have a couple wisdom teeth removed. 

I was happy he was using Novocain; I told him the Dr Homer methods from childhood. 
Dr Brickman seemed to be OK about not using pain killers during dentistry. He was 
an older fellow who must have dragged some of his opinions from the dark ages. He ( 
told me there were down sides to using pain killers; he claimed a dentist could do 
better work if he had a pain response to guide him. I hope I won’t be seeing that 
sapsucker again! 

My aversion to dental work probably attributed to my neglect of my teeth. Who 
knows? If I had it to do over, I would have deserted Homer and found a more modern 
dentist. Dental treatments are so painless today, the only thing that hurts is paying the 
bill. 
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Mama's Cooking 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
19 November 2007 

We all know that mom’s cooking was the best. Some folks never get beyond eating 
food that isn’t close to mom’s recipes. Everyone in my family has generally fallen in that 
category. Marlyss was our exception; she didn’t like much of mom’s cooking...she liked 
sugar, jam, jelly, and occasionally ice cream. Cake was out; but the icing was OK. 

Pam’s husband, Brian, definitely liked the cooking of his childhood. If it wasn’t NY 
Italian cuisine he might say, “No thanks”. When he was diagnosed with diabetes, his 
life changed. To avoid taking insulin to keep blood sugar tests below 100, he has opted 
to go on a strict diet. It is basically the Atkins diet...virtually no carbohydrates allowed. 

Brian is a dedicated rascal; he faithfully keeps to the diet. I think he would die before he 
“et a carb’. As a result he does keep the blood sugar count below 100. Also he has lost 
much weight. This past year he has shrunk from about 250 to 165 pounds. The money 
he saved from eating less food has been spent on clothes to fit the vanishing man. 

The reason I am telling you about Brian is related to mom’s cooking. Nothing Brian eats 
anymore is anything like mom’s cooking. Pam has adjusted all her recipes to use no 
salt and avoid nearly all carbohydrates. Potatoes are not used in any recipe. If you 
have ever tried to make a meal with mock mashed potatoes, you would start to lose 
weight too. Pureed cauliflower does not make tasty mashed potatoes. Pam stays busy 
trying to find recipes that will appeal to Brian. She copies some of those recipes to 
Conna. I hope to Heaven that I never get diabetes. I gotta have mom’s cooking...even 
if I have to cook it myself. 

Conna watches cooking shows. She picked up an Emeril recipe for dressing. It had 
strange things listed: pine nuts, pancetta, etc. My Things to Do list reflected those 
items. With Google we discovered pancetta was spiced Italian bacon. I could not find it 
in a grocery store, so I went to an Italian store. I asked if they had ‘pan-setta”; the guy 
asked me if I meant ‘pan-chetta’; I said, “I guess?” He sold me a pound. 

Yesterday Conna spent hours working with that recipe. When she finally finished and 
tasted it, I could tell she was not happy. It might have tasted something like mom’s 
dressing, but the texture of it was entirely different. I may be eating Emeril’s dressing 
for quite some time. I would not like a million Chinese to starve. 
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CHRISTMAS 

You Furnish the Food and Gifts and Leave the Packing to Me 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
22 December 2007 

What a ruckus will break loose around here as soon as Conna wakes up. We aren’t 
quite ready for today to begin; she barely finished wrapping presents when we gave up 
last night, about midnight. 

Pam and Brian are coming by this morning. Also Tutu will swing by. We will caravan 
up to Marne’s in two cars; loaded with people, food, and wrapped gifts. I’m not sure 
how all the gifts will fit into the available space. Conna has wrapped many, many 
gifts...and Pam will have a few too. Tutu and I will just take ourselves; Tutu gives cards 
and money. I’m the only chintzy one; I help pack things in the cars. My motto is, “You 
furnish the food and gifts; and leave the packing to me”. 

There is a pile of packages in our front room. I would guess there are fifty or sixty 
packages waiting to go. Since there are to be 20 folks there that would be several gifts 
for each person. 

The large number of packages kind of reminds me of some of my first Christmas 
scenes. I remember a few with my Bonde kinfolks. Their gift giving program was 
sponsored by the general poverty of the depression. Each of the little kids would 
receive one gift, and their “hung” stocking would be stuffed with nuts, oranges, and a 
few pieces of candy, like little candy canes. The adults would put their name in a hat 
and each draw a name. Each person had one gift to buy; the recipient of the gift was 
designated by the name drawn 
from the hat. The price of each 
gift was to be limited to $1, 
though I suspect that rule might 
have been stretched a tad. 

I loved Christmas when I was a 
kid. How come I don’t care 
much for it now when there is a 
mountain of gifts to behold? 

Thank Goodness for the little 
kids; they make Christmas a joy 
to attend. 

If folks were to quit bringing kids 
to the party...I wouldn’t want to 
attend either. 





Clayton, Cole, Brooke, Brittany 
Dec 2007 
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BUG!! 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
27 July 2008 

Yesterday was GREAT! We met at Marlyss place 
to eat birthday cake for me and Brittany. 

Mike cooked up a low country boil, French fries, 
hush puppies, and some King Crab. Marlyss, 

Marne, Melinda, and Conna furnished a bunch of 
other goodies. Marlyss churned a bunch of ice 
cream and organized the presentation. 

I got some neat gifts. Melinda had made a DVD 
of family photos. It was a slide show of yours 
truly from 1929 through 2008. I started out bald 
and ended bald. In between I had disgusting 
hair. I also have a great portrait like picture of 
Brittany; she is dressed in a Victorian style. 

There is also a Home Depot gift card, and lots of 
cards; some flattering...some not! 

I claimed King crab was on the menu; actually it was 
Snow crab. King crab is the mega sized critters. 

Our youngest great grandkid, Clayton, came running 
in while we were loading our plates. He took a look 
at the Snow crab on his mom’s plate; he came to a 
screeching halt; looked horrified; and said “BUG!” He 
just turned two recently; but obviously he has already 
started to develop strong opinions about stuff. 


I can relate to his reaction. The 
first time I saw a bunch of boiled 
shrimp served; I wondered “Who 
was the first person to try eating 
those things?” They certainly 
looked like bugs to me. 
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Kids Are Wild 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
4 August 2010 

I must owe Marlyss a $100. The other day when we were at her house; she had four of 
her grandkids with her. They were in constant motion. I was amazed at their level of 
energy. All kids are active. Hers take “wild” to a new level. I am not sure they will all 
live to voting age. I hope they do. 

The youngest grandson is Clayton. He is 4. He may be the wildest kid I have ever 
known. During one caper, he was hopping around the house like a little frog. He had a 
race track through the family room, dining room, kitchen, and hallway. He had made 
numerous loops...hopping, hopping, hopping... 

I said, “I’d give a $100 for a video clip of that caper. Today Marlyss sent us an e-mail 
with an attachment of him reenacting a sample of his action. 

Clay learned to walk very young. He didn’t need furniture to pull himself to his feet. We 
could sit him in the middle of the floor and he would just stand up and start running. 
Come to think of it; he never did learn to walk. I don’t think I have ever seen the kid 
walk. 

God help his guardians. They will need some help. 
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My Brother Coug 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
30 May 2009 

My little brother became my big brother. He weighs more than I do; about 20 lbs more; 
unless he has lost weight since we last made comparisons. I do feel bad that his eye-sight 
has approached “nearly legally blind”. He has always been a hands on DIY (Do it yourself) 
guy. Over the years he had honed some self-taught skills into some impressive talents. 

He and his wife were very close. By close I mean, she kept track of his every move. He 
maybe went to the bathroom alone; but not many other places. He was mostly glad with 
her attention; they did everything as a couple. However, he did have a work shop that didn’t 
seem to require her hovering attention. He would spend many solitary hours in his shop 
doing “things”. 

One of his keen interests was collecting and restoring old guns. He became a self-taught 
gun smith. Somewhere along the way; he decided he could build a gun from metal stock. 

He did. He built a handgun from blank pieces of metal. It was a single action gun; not a 
revolver. He could shoot bullets with it. He did shoot bullets with it. 

He used a lathe he had made to help him build the gun. I was as impressed with his lathe 
as I was with the gun. I had never seen the likes of his ingenuity except in museums like 
the Smithsonian. A couple years ago Conna and I visited a restoration of a black smith and 
gunsmith shop that belonged to Browning. He was the guy who started the business that 
led to the production of Browning automatic rifles. He had jury-rigged some interesting gun 
building tools also. 

When Coug was a middle teen ager; he decided he would be a welder. He rigged an arc 
welding system using the 120 volt power of our folk’s house. He had some current limiting 
system built with jugs of salt water and copper wire. His welding rods were baling wire. He 
used something for a flux. He tried regular sunglasses for eye protection on his trial run. 

He burned his eyes; requiring a trip to the AMA and a time out for healing. He persisted 
though. He found some regular welder’s glasses and continued the arcing and sparking. 

When we were kids, I figured him for a dummy. He had much trouble learning to read when 
he started school. That was before anyone talked of dyslexia. We only talked of “not too 
bright”. I finally came to concede that he was plenty bright. He eventually did learn to read 
well. He became an obsessive book worm. He read mostly How To Do Books. 

If we lived closer; we would not try to kill each other. We would be very good social friends. 


Jack Cleston 
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Cougar 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
24 June 2010 

My brother, Cougar, is one year and 350 days younger than I. He was born one hot day in 
July; in a time when only the most wealthy folks had A/C (air conditioning) of any kind. My 
folks were not wealthy. Cougar’s arrival did not meet with my desires. I made 3 serious 
attempts to dispose of him before he was a year old. 

First attempt was to give him to our neighbors, the Hansen family across the street. They 
told my folks, who were not happy with my attitude. My second attempt was arson. I put 
him on a newspaper and lit a match to it. Only the fuzz on his head, and a slight char to his 
swaddling clothes resulted. According to my folks, I had 2nd thoughts and put the fire out. 
The 3rd attempt was poison. I dosed him with Lysol. His reaction to that got help from a 
local doctor. He survived; but barely. My parents did not give me a 4th chance. They 
became very protective. Eventually I learned to accept the usurper to my kingdom. Belts, a 
razor strap, and numerous willow switches were a major tool in my education. I was a slow 
learner. 

Cougar’s early years were probably stunted by my shenanigans. He was a frail, sickly sort. 
Eventually he outgrew his poor start. My little brother became my big brother. 

The aging process seems to be affecting him more quickly than it does me. We both went 
bald about the same time. His hair went white years ago. We both have macular 
degenerating eyes. His sight has left him leery of driving day or night. He never drives 
further than to a nearby store, or nearby doctor. Other folks drive him to more distant 
locations. He has had problems with arthritis for years. He was in a Magoo mode long 
before I. 

His motorized wheel chair is a large one. By pulling pins and reforming it; he can transform 
it into a motorized gurney. He got it cheap because it needed a major overhaul, and a new 
battery. Cougar can fix about anything. His first serious road test led to a minor disaster. 

He has healed and the chair is again road ready. 

Cougar likes “bird” watching, and he has a few “huggy” waitresses who serve him vittles 
and give him hugs. He has a daily ritual of breakfast with cronies, at a local cafe. He 
doesn’t much like cooking at home. His wife had taught him to leave her kitchen alone. He 
takes no chances that she might be watching him from beyond. 

Jack Cleston 
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Pioneer Stock 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
April 2009 

Sherri Macdonald is Conna’s baby sister. Sherri and her husband, Joe, are a vanishing 
breed. They are hard working and hard playing remnants from a pioneer heritage. 
Marlyss and I spent a few days with them a couple summers ago. The visit was a 
highlight of a very good walk-about. We had planned to say “Hi and goodbye” as we 
passed through that part of Utah. Their insistent urging changed our loose schedule. 
We were glad we did. 

Joe drives a “coal bucket”; and Sherri has a cleaning business. She cleans commercial 
buildings, usually after business hours. Their day jobs are tough ones. Their recreation 
is the boondocks. Horses, motor cycles, boats, snow mobiles, ATV (All-terrain vehicles) 
and camping trailers have been their fun time. Their family and select friends find a 
secluded wilderness area to play in. Joining them is a hoot! 

A few years ago Conna and I joined the family for a week on a houseboat at Lake 
Powell. The family was three generations deep, with a multitude of many. Our 
skeptical thoughts about over-loaded were unfounded. We all got along nicely and had 
a lot of fun. 

One of their retreats is a mountain top view of a valley. They have their own 
campground up above it all. Their living spaces are reconditioned travel trailers and 5 th 
wheel trailers. The “cabins” are plumbed with a gravity flow water system fed from a 
water tank. The downhill side has septic tanks and a drain field. 

For R&R (Rest and Relaxation) they will go to the camp site and work like beavers to make 
it better. Sometimes Sherri will go up alone; she has been trying to grow a forest up 
there. She spends her time hauling water up the mountain to hand water her trees. 
Folks think she is eccentric when it comes to trees. 



They must haul water to 
their camp ground. They 
use a 300 or 500 gallon 
water tank, mounted on a 
trailer. They pull the trailer 
down the mountain, fill it at a 
natural spring, and pull it 
back up the mountain. 

I made one water run with 
Joe. His vintage truck was 
not running good. It would 
periodically start back-firing 
and quit running. He would 
take a look under the hood, 
fiddle with things, and start 
out again. We must have 
stopped about three times 
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going down the mountain, with an empty water tank. We had to stop more times going 
back up the mountain with the tank full. Joe said, “I gotta fix this sapsucker one of the 
days. Sherri refuses to go get water until I do.. .and she is the one that is using most of 
the water for her trees”. 

Since Joe is the driver of “big” rigs; and is a DIY (do it yourself) fixit guy; I just went along 
for the ride. I do remember thinking, “Dang! Conna should see this caper. She is 
critical of our vehicles if she perceives there is a tad of wind noise as we speed down 
the freeway”. A back-firing, stalling engine caper would really get a reaction. 

The western states grow some tough folks. That is probably why I moved away. 



Pioneer Stock 2 
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Truck Driving Experience 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
5 April 2009 

When Marlyss and I were on a walk-about the summer before last, we noticed a bunch 
of highway signs in the western states that would say “No Motor Braking”. We weren’t 
quite sure what that meant. We asked Joe Macdonald, the husband of Sherri 
(Horrocks), what the signs meant. He explained the term and gave the reason. The 
reason is the small communities in the mountain country don’t like the noise created by 
compression breaking. Joe drives a “coal bucket”. He delivers coal from the mines to a 
rail head. His truck is a semi, which pulls a 2 nd trailer. 

I rode with him one day as he made his daily run. The unloading operation was the 
most interesting. Joe would drive his loaded rig up on top of a growing pile of unloaded 
coal. When he was on top, he would open some bottom gates and the coal would 
dump out as he crept across the pile. Obviously it took a bit of practiced skill to control 
the rate of the dump while managing to keep the truck from getting stuck, or out of 
control while on the pile. A wrong move could probably get a truck flipping over on its 
side. 

He offered to let me try dumping a load. I told him he was doing fine but needed to 
practice some more. Sometimes Sherri goes with him and does drive some...out on the 
highway. She gets out of the truck while he is dumping. Coal that is... 

The largest truck I ever drove was a 2 % ton army truck. Driving one of those off road 
was about as much truck driving experience as I wanted to acquire. Part of our training 
was to drive them into a bog; then winch them back out. The part I didn’t like the most 
was the dragging the cable back to firm ground and finding an anchor point. The poor 
sapsucker who got the cable dragging task had to ride in the back of the truck for the 
remainder of the exercise. 

I knew right then that I didn’t want to be a truck driver. I especially didn’t want a career 
as cable puller. 



Robert Horrocks and Joe Macdonald - 2007 
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Maggs and Jiggs 

by Cleston B Torrey 
5 May 2009 

I lumbered out into the humid weather this morning, the recent rains have made a sog 
of everything. I managed to plant a few tomato plants, and install cages for the things to 
grow up in. A little bit of yard work and the tears were running down my face and both 
legs. I figured that was all I was going to do. However, it is only a tad after 10:00 in the 
morning. Conna won’t let me off the hook that easy. 

Now I have two things to figure out, interesting tales to cast to the cyber world...and 
how to fast dance my way out of a terminal sweat. 

I have a whole bag of mystical tricks to avoid sweaty activities. I have used most of 
them to death; Conna has seen them all. I have one desperate ploy that I haven’t used 
for several years. It is too painful to repeat too often. It would really suck if I were to 
use it; and Conna responded with a, “Knock it off! You pulled that trick once before”. 

The trick is to climb up on a ladder and tip it over. If the trajectory is good enough, I will 
get a noggin goose egg. Then I can feign pain and misery. The first time I pulled it; 
Conna nursed me back to “no goose egg”. The second time she said, “You sure are 
clumsy!” She was saying that as she was getting in the car to go buy Christmas 
presents. It was July, as I recall. A person has to set priorities. 

The other day I was up on the roof of our house, cleaning the slots in the gutter guards. 
The slots had plugged up with those little tree seeds that have the wings on them. They 
are heavy enough to stop at the slots, but too large to flush through. Every spring I 
clean the slots. Conna noticed I had disobeyed her command about climbing on 
ladders. She promised me she wouldn’t be concerned if I fell and broke something. 

One other time I was on the roof and had the ladder blow off. I was trapped up there 
until Conna returned home from Christmas shopping. She put the ladder up so I could 
get down without jumping. The ladder is an old wooden one...it is heavy. Conna was 
younger and stronger then when she helped me down. She remembers how heavy the 
ladder is. She no longer does ladders. 
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Happy Holy Daze 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
30 December 2010 


Katherine is the 7 Year old that lives next door. She has 
adopted us as her Grand-Parents. Both sets of hers have 
passed. She is a delightful child. 

Just before Christmas, I was trying to nap. I had assumed the 
horizontal position on a couch; which is often a good recipe for 
a nap. Before I nodded off; Katherine slipped in to get help with 
home-work. Immediately she spotted small holes in the soles of 
my socks. I had been lying with my feet to the front door. Her 
first words to me were, “Mr. CB, your socks are broke! Why 
don’t you buy some new socks?” 

I told her that the socks were my best pair. I knew about the holes but was trying to make 
them last one more time. Maybe Santa would bring me some new ones. I helped her with 
the home-work and walked her home. 

Christmas Day, she and her mom came to visit. Carmen had a gift for each of us. Mine 
was 4 pair of new socks. Carmen told us that she had started to buy a shirt for me; but 
Katherine had told her that she should buy socks. She had told her, “Mr. CB’s socks are 
broke!” 



Conna had gifts ready for their family. She suspected they would gift us. Her gift to 
Katherine was one of the Barbie dolls from her collection. Katherine had been wistfully eye¬ 
balling it for some time. She also had some kids books for her. She likes books. 


Our family had made a pact about gift giving this year. The adults would gift only the kids in 
the family. All the adults have enough things already. If we want something, we usually go 
buy it; unless it something not affordable. Things like that stay on the “Forget about it” list; 
or are not reasonable. For instance, Marlyss said, “All I want for Christmas is for my hair to 
grow back”. She is afflicted with Alopecia Ariata. My wish was to be a young pup of 70 
again. It didn’t happen. 


We still have gifts under our tree. One of our 
great grandkids spent the Christmas with her 
father. We haven’t seen Brittany yet. She wasn’t 
at the family gift opening chaos Christmas Eve. 
We won’t see her until Monday. She and her 
mom, Melinda, are coming to visit. After that I 
can take down my Bah Humbug flag and 
undecorated the house and yard. Until then our 
place will look like Christmas is still pending. 

After Monday, Katherine’s yard will be the only 
decorated yard in the neighborhood. Hispanic 
folks have a tradition that the Christmas event 
lasts until Jan. 6. That is when the three wise 
men were supposedly popping in to present gold, 
incense and myrrh. 



Grandparents day at school 
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The Things Kids Say! 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
28 July 2009 

Yesterday Katherine popped in. She had a bag full of fuzzy beanie babies, two books, 
and a question. She asked, “Mr. CB do you want to play?” I tried to tell her I was too 
busy. When she asked about what I was busy with; I told her I was busy resting up. 

She then asked if it was because I was old. I confessed. 

She followed me into our computer, desk, business records, and junk room. She looked 
about and asked me “Why is this room so messy? Is it because you and Miss Connie 
are old?” I took the 5th. It ain’t right that a 6 year old kid should be telling me my 
spaces are messy. I would have stayed in the Army if I had wanted such criticism. 

After we had visited awhile; doing mostly things she was interested in; her mom came to 
fetch her home. Her mom asked “Did you read in your books?” Katherine answered 
“Not yet”. It turns out that Katherine had asked her mom if she could go to Mr. CB’s 
house, so he could help her read in her books. Her mom likes me to help her with her 
reading because Carmen has difficulty with some English words. 

I had asked Kathy if she wanted to read in her books. She told me “Not yet. I want to 
play”. 

That kid is going to rule the world if she ever takes up politics. She manipulates us old 
farts; and makes us think it is cute while she is doing it. 

Her comment about my messy spaces caused me to get up this morning and start 
organizing my paperwork. I had been tossing it on the Incoming pile; while I muttered 
“Manana....maybe”. It is now in sorted stacks. I need to file it before the chaos 
resumes. 
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Mike Turner 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
30 November 2010 

We first met Mike Turner when our kids were in school. Pam and Marlyss probably met 
him when they were working at a Waffle House. He was a Waffle House grill master, 
according to what we heard. He could flip orders out like a machine in high gear. 

We perceived him to be a “wild child”. I didn’t worry about him chasing after our girls. I 
didn’t suspect they would be attracted to a rowdy redneck. I had been one myself. 
Conna definitely worried about our girls being attracted to him. She tried to chase him 
off. Come to think of it; Conna did pick me to marry. 

The only time I have been mad at Mike was one Labor Day weekend. He and Marlyss 
had skedaddled to South Carolina and gotten married. They did not invite us to the 
wedding. I was also peevish with Marlyss. It was a lousy holiday for ma and pa Torrey. 
We spent it on a house boat at a lake. I sulked the whole weekend. 

Mike has proven to be a good man. We consider him to be not only family, but a best 
friend. We don’t need to ask him for help. If he hears we might need help; he comes 
running. An example of his unusual trait of volunteering to help others happened one 
ice storm years ago. 

Mike found out that we were without power, and trees had blocked the exits from our 
neighborhood. He showed up with a power generator, and a chain saw. He was 
prepared to cut a path to our house and fix us up with power. For the next week; we 
were the only folks in this neighborhood that had power. We could run our gas furnace, 
our lights, the refrigerator, the TV, etc. We did our cooking on an outside grill. He has 
helped us many times. His work ethic is monstrous. He will work you to death if you try 
to keep up. 

His family, his neighbors, all kids, most dogs, and everyone I know seem to either love 
him, or at least like him. We love him. 


An evening out together celebrating 



Marlyss , Mike 

39th Conna, Cleston 

60th 
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Sixty one Years Ago 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
January 2009 

3 January 2009 

Today is Jan 3, a day of trauma that was burned into my brain 61 years ago. On that day I 
held up my right hand and took a vow of duty with the US Army. Twelve hours later I was 
deeply regretting that act. I was freezing in sub-zero weather, pulling trash pickup duty at 
Fort Douglas, Utah. 

Fort Douglas had been established about 150 years ago to keep the Mormons from 
rebelling. Colonel Connor, the fort’s Commander, was not happy with the assignment. He 
was missing out on the Civil War...he wanted to be killing Rebels. The Mormons weren’t 
giving him enough excuse. He had to kill Indians instead. His troops massacred about 400 
Indians in southern Idaho. For some reason that event didn’t get much press, perhaps the 
killing fields of Shiloh, Gettysburg, etc took preference in the daily blab. Who knows? 
Fortunately for the local Indians, Connor was transferred to fight elsewhere. 

5 January 2009 

Sixty one years ago, I and about 4 train passenger cars full of juvenile delinquents were 
getting prepared to load onto a Union Pacific train and head west toward Fort Ord, 

California. I was so excited...I had never been to California before. I had never seen the 
ocean. I was looking forward to the Army recruiter’s promise. Join the Army. Visit exotic 
places, Meet interesting people, and then kill them. So far I have never kilt anyone. I intend 
to keep it that way. 

If my sensitivity to killing things gets any stronger I may have to quit killing roaches, flies, 
mosquitoes and other pests. So far I haven’t lost any sleep about Skragging those guys. I 
am more prone to catch and release any unwanted critters that get into our house. The 
family thinks I am nuts to set free a hornet, moth, or spider. The last spider I tried to set free 
turned out to be a black jelly bean. I eye-balled it, wiped it on my shirt, and ate it. I do not 
eat spiders.. .not even big juicy ones. I am a finicky eater. 



Back row - Brian and Marne Wilson, Mike, Cleston, Marlyss, Melinda, Michael, Clayton, Matthew 
Front row - Papa holding Cole Wilson, Brittany Edrington, Nani holding Brooke Wilson 
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Best Friends 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
23 September 2012 


Last night I dreamed of being with some best friends, friends who have already passed 
on. Hopefully they are saving a place for me. I miss them when I think about them. 

The dream was so strong, it woke me up. I lay there pondering the dream. I began 
trying to remember the names of some of my friend’s friends, who had become some of 
my minor friends as well. 

I was trying to remember the name of a guy who lived in Seaside, near Monterey. He 
was a friend of my sister and her husband. He was the mayor of Seaside. I was trying 
to remember because he had been given the Medal of Honor during WWII. I didn’t 
know that about him at the time I knew him. Very few knew, mostly his family members. 
The rest of us learned of it only when it was published that he had been buried at 
Arlington National Military Cemetery. 

He had been given a Bronze Medal during the battle of Leyte. He got a Medal of Honor, 
and a Purple Star at Okinawa. He was cited for driving off a surprise attack of 
Japanese, saving his platoon from probable annihilation. He had emptied his rifle and 
continued the fight by throwing mortar rounds as hand grenades. He would pull the pin, 
bump the round on the ground to arm it, and then throw it. He killed many Japs and 
drove the rest away. He was wounded by shrapnel from his mortar grenade attack. 

I had to search Google to learn his name. It was Beauford T. Anderson. 

As you probably know, Plunger was one of my best friends. I miss his daily 
Plungergrams. I figure he is saving me a place wherever he has skedaddled to. 





Dick and Thelly Rehmn 43 rd anniversary 


Richard (Dick) Palmer Reahm, 82 CARDIFF by the SEA -- 
.... died at home Saturday, February 11,2012... 

He was always stoic and never really acknowledged that he was ailing until Hospice of San Diego was 
called in. It was then with his usual sense of humor he said, "Apparently there's something wrong with 
me!" http://www.leaacv.com/obituaries/sandieaouniontribune/obituarv.aspx?n=Richard-Palmer-Reahm-Dick&pid=155998383 
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The Grand Canyon 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
24 March 2010 


During early summer of 1977, I attended an RCA New Product meeting in Las Vegas. 
As the meeting was ending, Conna flew in from Atlanta to join me. We planned to take 
some vacation starting at Las Vegas. We rented a car and followed a tour described in 
an Arizona Highways magazine. We visited Zion Park, the Grand Canyon, Lake Powell, 
Mexican Hat, Canyon Lands, Arches Park, our family folks in Utah, and then flew home 
from there. 

We were looking out from one of the view points. I could see a pinnacle sticking up 
from the canyon floor. It matched one of the pictures in the Arizona Highway magazine. 

I said, “I have got to take that same picture”. The picture had some juniper branches in 
the near fore-ground. It had been shot close to where we were standing. 

I started climbing down the cliff, looking for that spot. Conna shouted, “Where are you 
going?” I told her my plan. She said, “You idiot! Are you crazy? Leave the keys to the 
car before you go any further”. I did. I also found the exact spot from where David 
Moench had taken his shot of the scene. It is one of my favorite pictures and a 
remembered incident. Unfortunately, I lost the magazine before we returned home. I 
wasn’t able to prove my case. 

We spent several days camping with the Crooks, Johnsons, and Zilonkas, in Canyon 
Lands. Later, when we arrived in American Fork, my mom asked, in peevish tones, 
“Where have you two been? I have been expecting you for almost a week. I had the 
Highway Patrol looking for you!” She eventually got over being cranky. She could be as 
crusty as Maxine. 



Conna at Grand Canyon 1977 
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Leaves 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
11 November 1998 


Today is Veteran’s day. So far this year, the Atlanta area hasn’t had a killing frost. The 
begonias and impatiens are still blooming and so are the weeds. Last weekend I mowed 
the lawn, because the grass is still growing. My grass is Zoysia, a variety that is dormant 
in the cold months. Obviously the lawn hasn’t been informed of Fall or that Terrible Torrey 
is ready to give up mowing grass for 1998. 



Before I could mow the lawn, I had to rake, bag and remove a ton of fallen 
leaves. Apparently the leaves have received the message that it is Fall and 
that it is time to pack it in. To my friends who live in the stark, tree-less 
deserts of Utah and California, a ton of leaves must sound like a credible 
annual harvest. However, here in the City-in-the-trees, a ton of leaves 
is just the 1 st scene of the 1 st act. Only the early shedders like the bass 
woods, tulip poplars and hickories are starting to look barren; the oaks, 
sweet gums, beeches, etc., have barely begun to shed. We still can’t see 
anywhere but straight up. 


While raking leaves, I was thinking of my unfortunate western friends. “How do they get 
enough exercise without grass to mow or leaves to rake”? The folks that have a bit of 
grass to mow, hire it cut. To see a leaf, they look at pictures in a Tory Peterson Guide 
Book, or drive down to a “crick” where a few cottonwoods and tamarisks grow. 


While pondering the situation, me with mega-tons of exercise and them with very little or 
none, a thought occurred. Why not share this bounty with my western friends? I could 
send them a sample package of our local products. They could spread the sample on 
their mini-lawn, borrow or rent a rake, and get some practice exercise moving leaves into 
a pile. Then, if all goes well, I could take orders for bulk shipments. You can’t put a price 
on this kind of delightful fun, so only S & H (shipping and handling) charges would be 
necessary. I could ship sorted or composite leaves. While composite batches are easier 
for me, I realize some folks are possibly allergic to some leaves, poison ivy for example. 
We are here to please. 


Don’t procrastinate about ordering, leaf season is short. It will be about over by Ground 
Hog Day. After that, only the red oaks and sweet gum balls keep the debris coming. 
During those slack times is a good time to go visit Vail, Aspen, Snow Bird, Alta, Brighton, 
Solitude, Yellowstone Park, etc. 


Let me know what you think of the new Leaf Exercise Program for the deprived western 
desert dwellers. 


Awaiting your order, 
Terrible Torrey 
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Summer and Fall Critturs 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
October 1997 

During the summer months my yard becomes a minefield of 
yellow jackets. The little rascals dig tunnels in the yard and lay 
ambush on me when I cut grass. Usually they lay low when I 
make the first pass close to their tunnel, then they swarm out 
and punish me when I pass over their entrance. After a sting 
or two, I get the message and run for it. This delays the lawn 
mowing process while I perform chemical warfare on the 
rascals. 


This summer a new species of hymenoptera pulled the same stunt. A nest of bumble 
bees built a tunnel in the lawn. Bumble bees are so slow that it is obvious why we 
named them "bumble". By the time they can mount their attack as I mow past their 
home, I have already passed beyond the danger zone. As a result I did not bother to 
neutralize them. I left them to raise babies and spread pollen among the yard flowers. 

Now fall has changed my yard from a wasp/hornet/bee battle field to a spider trap. In 
the early morning, when I first leave the house, I must be observant where I walk. 

During the night spiders build large webs across the entrance to our carport, the front 
porch and the back deck. Also across the sidewalk that goes around the end of our 
house. They must be thinking, "If I can pull this off and catch the big fat guy who takes 
out the trash and fetches the mail, I and my babies will eat like kings." 

I just hate it when I feel the tug of web across my face and am staring cross-eyed at a 
golf ball sized spider, which is dangling an inch from my nose. 

Yesterday morning Cleston came to visit before he went into work. He cleared the car 
port web and it's builder as he was coming in. He said, "Yuk! I hate it when I'm eye-ball 
to eye-ball with a hungry spider. They look so creepy!" 


He was quite critical of my tolerance toward God's little creatures. But why should I 
spend my time and energy clearing away webs when I have visitors like Cleston to help 
clear the way? 
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The Summer Yellow Jacket Attacks 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
August 2002 

One of the constants of life for me is the summer yellow jacket attacks while I mow the 
lawn. While I have had much experience with the program, I can't seem to escape 
being targeted by the sneaky buggers. The scenario is, they build a nest in the lawn. 
Actually it is a nest under the lawn. They have a tunnel, often obscured by long grass 
(that's why I am mowing the lawn). 

My first pass over their tunnel goes unpunished. The next time around a zillion of those 
rascals are waiting. After the first sting I pay attention. After the second sting I abandon 
the mower and run for my life. Later, I sneak back, pour a cup of gasoline down their 
tunnel, and plug the entrance with something like a rock. Later I finish cutting the grass. 

This morning I noticed a hornet tunnel with scads of those suckers zipping in and out. 
Knowing I was going to mow the lawn, I took charge. I shot a jolt of Wasp & Hornet 
spray down the hole and stuck a rock to block their coming and going. Later, when I 
looked, there were a few dozen hornets trying to get past the rock. I skeeted them with 
more W & H spray. Thinking them to be dead, I mowed the lawn. 

When I finished the yard I put things away and went inside to hug the A/C. I hadn't even 
sat down when something stabbed my left foot, just above the ankle. I immediately 
thought, "Dang! That feels like a bee sting". I looked down, hoisted my pant cuff, and 
looked. 

Can you believe it? There was a yellow jacket humped up and sticking it to me. I 
suppose that sapsucker had been working on how to stab through my sock for however 
long it took to get revenge. Realizing that I had kilt his queen and most of his buddies, I 
figured such a brave soul deserved a break. I hobbled to the patio door, stepped 
outside, and flipped him loose. He flew away. Maybe he can find a peer group to 
'splain his heroic adventures to. 

Since I have an allergic reaction to bee stings I'm looking at three weeks of swollen, 
itching torment. Dang him to Hell'n back! 

Come morning when I walk out to feed the critturs, no doubt I will walk through all the 
new spider snares. I guess I'll be swinging and cussing until the 



163 







Staying Cool in Atlanta 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
January 2000 

We are in the grip of one of our infamous ice storms. Drizzling rain falls on to, below 
freezing trees, bushes, power lines, highways, etc. Eventually the trees, bushes, and 
power lines become loaded with enough ice to bring them down. 

Our power went off completely at 4:00 AM. Prior to that it had been going off for a 
while, and then returning. When we awoke this morning, it looked like a tornado had 
struck the neighborhood. Our street was blocked in both directions by downed trees 
and power lines. Of all the things Conna stocked up for Y2K, you would think we would 
be in good shape for no power. That wasn’t the case. We still have running water, so 
the 100 gallons of water stored in milk jugs, wine bottles, and fruit jars aren’t needed. 

Being trapped by trees and down power lines made going out for breakfast impractical. 
Being a good camper, I fixed breakfast on our gas grill, out on the back deck. 

“How do you like your oatmeal and herbal tea Conna?” 

Later I listened to a barrage of, “Why didn’t you buy a power generator? How much 
wood do you have for our wood burning stove? WE need to start cleaning up the fallen 
trash in our yard! It’s freezing in here, you gotta do something.” 

Marlyss’s husband decided we could use his power generator and chain saw. He 
brought them 60 miles, without being asked. He helped me pull the power company’s 
meter and wire his generator into my electrical wiring system. We now have power for 
lights, the freezer, refrigerator, TVs, clocks, radios, coffee pot and computer. I will still 
cook outside on the grill; I don’t want to overload the generator. I’m not sure how much 
load can be put on a 5 KW generator before meltdown occurs. 

I hope our next-door neighbor can put up with the noisy generator, because it will be 
running until Georgia Power gets service back for Ridgeway drive. 
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Weather Storm 2000 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
29 January 2000 


Well isn’t this just lovely! The Weather News 
is predicting another ice storm for Atlanta. We 
haven’t even cleaned up the mess from the 
last one. 



We lost our electrical power last Saturday night. I knew right away during a 4:00 
AM potty call that we were in trouble! It was pitch black in the house. I couldn’t 
see diddily! I needed a flashlight to find a flashlight but I didn’t have one handy. 
The potty was found using the Braille method. Not trusting to unerring aim in the 
dark, we joined the ladies; that’s where you raise the top lid, and sit on the 
second lid. Hey! It works! 


Sunday morning looked dismal from the Torrey house. The street out of this 
neighborhood was blocked in both directions by fallen trees and downed power 
lines. Half the houses in the neighborhood had trees and limbs on their roof; a 
few had trees in their attic; and at least one had a tree in the front room. 
Mysteriously the telephones still worked. A half million Atlantans called Georgia 
Power to report NO POWER, which got them connected to a Computer which 
said, “All circuits are busy at this time, please try again later.” 


Our son-in-law, who lives 60 miles north of here, learned of our circumstances 
and delivered a 5KW generator, and about 30 gallons of gas to our house, 
around noon Sunday. (He did that without us asking!) He came prepared with a 
chain saw, in case he had to hack a way through the fallen trees. He helped me 
patch the generator into our house wiring which allowed us to run the furnace, 
freezer, refrigerator, lights, TV, etc. 


We got power back about sundown, Wednesday. About the same time, the 
Weather Channel was predicting another storm heading for North Georgia. 
Thursday morning I loaded the generator on our pick-up and headed for Mike’s 
house to return it. About half way to Mike’s house my truck dropped dead. We 
phoned my daughter Marlyss to come get her generator, which she did. We then 
phoned the AAA to come haul me and my truck home. I wasn’t very jolly for the 
rest of the day. 


Today, while at Home Depot picking up plumbing supplies, (our kitchen sink 
drain plumbing had decided to give out and leak) I noticed people were hauling 
away power generators like crazy. Home Depot was about to run out of stock, 
again! I panicked and bought a generator. Getting it home without our truck was 
the next problem. I was prepared to borrow one of Home Depot’s carts and pull 
it home by hand but I was able to load it in the trunk of our car. 


Tonight it is freezing and drizzling. Ice is starting to build up on everything. I had 
better save this before we lose power. I cry like a baby when I type this much 
and then lose it. 
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Yard Animals 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
August 2000 

A few days ago, my next-door neighbor phoned and asked me 
if I would help her get an animal out of her swimming pool. “It 
has been swimming, and swimming, and swimming. It tries but 
it can’t get out of the pool. I don’t know what to do, I’m afraid 
of wild animals”. 

I asked, “What kind of an animal is it, Alice?” 

She said, “I don’t know, but I think maybe it’s a beaver. It has 
a flat tail”. 

I went over to check it out. It was a squirrel. Squirrels have kind of a bushy tail. When 
they are swimming, the hair on their tail lies flat on the water. I used her long handled 
trash dipping net to dip it out of the pool. 

That little sucker hit the deck running, it was a hundred feet up a pine tree before I could 
blink an eye. No wonder my cat seldom catches one, those critturs are greased 
lightning. 

The only time I remember our cat catching a squirrel, we weren’t too happy about it. 

We had sort of tamed a squirrel to the point that we could hand feed it. It would come 
up on the deck looking for handouts, so we would feed it peanuts and whatever. The 
squirrel’s name was One Eye. He was named that because he had only one eye. 

One day El Gato, our bob tailed Manx, must have snuck up on One Eye’s blind side and 
grabbed him. The first time I knew that something was amiss, I found One Eye’s head 
and guts lying on our doorstep. El Gato always saved those parts for us to eat. 

The reason I mentioned One Eye is because the crittur I dipped out of Alice’s pool had 
only one eye. It makes me wonder if we are in for a plague of one eyed squirrels? 
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The Gridleys and More 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
3 March 2001 

Anyone who is older than I, and who is still out kicking butt, has my respect and 
admiration. I already told the tale of the 84-year-old powder skier. At the time he was 
about 18 years older than I and was leading me down slopes I usually avoided. 

My friend John Gridley is 6 years older than us. He and Grace pull a travel trailer to 
Florida every year, to winter in Pompano Beach. They also spend part of the summer, up 
in the Smokies, to cool off. The Gridleys are a lot more active than the Torrey’s. Conna 
doesn't like Grace Gridley because she calls us a couple of old poops. Grace is a dynamo 
of energy about everything she tackles: housework, yard work, shopping, 

traveling.you name it. Her Honey Do lists are very long and aggressive. I think if I 

were John, I would have run away from home long ago. Grace is good folks, but no one 
can relax around her. "Let's do something! This is boring!" 

Several years ago, in September, we were sharing a condo with the Gridleys, at Destin FL. 
One day when the temperature was about 100 and the humidity had a matching number, 
Conna and I elected to stay in with the A/C. Grace took her fishing pole, waded out into the 
surf, and spent the day fishing. When Grace came back to the suite, she said, "You two 
might as well have stayed in Atlanta. What's the use of coming to the beach if you aren't 
going to take advantage of it?" 

Conna won't go where Grace is going to be anymore. The Gridleys used to invite us down 
to spend wintertime with them, at Pompano. Actually, Grace still extends an invitation, but 
I detect John has perceived Conna is cool toward Grace. He hasn't backed up Grace's 
invite for a couple years. It is best we don't get too cozy with the Gridleys, it would be 
inevitable for a catfight to flare up between the two gals. John is a special friend, I don't 
need a catfight. 

About 10 years ago, Tutu, Ralph Crook and I met in Utah, to go exploring Canyon lands 
with a jeep. Ralph brought along a neighbor, who was about 10 years older than me. The 
guy had spent his life working at his roofing business. He was a tough appearing old coot. 

The four of us got involved in a flash flood out in some real wilderness. We were in 
serious difficulties, with a likely chance of being stranded for a cold wet night. Worse yet, it 
seemed possible we could get flushed to our doom if we weren't careful. Mike, Ralph's 
neighbor, had never been jeeping before. The poor guy was terrified. We had Ralph's 
jeep stuck in a streambed and the water was rising. 

Some guy came by, in a big 3/4 ton, 4x4 SUV. He was tearing up the terrain and staying 
out of the "crick". When he offered to winch us out, Mike jumped out of our jeep and joined 
the guy in the SUV. Mike didn't ask permission, he just did it. Mike didn't talk to us much 
after that. When he got back to civilization, he severed all ties with Ralph. He wanted no 
part with a bunch of crazies. 

Despite thinking Mike was a pisswillie at the time, I now understand how he was thinking. I 
would not care to relive the adventure. I wouldn't do it for money. A lot of money! 
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Driving Texas 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
February 2004 

The road mileage from San Diego to Seattle is about the same as the mileage to San 
Antonio. If you were driving and only considering mileage you might think the two trips 
might be similar. However, if you have driven them, there is a lot of difference in the 
scenery. 

My memory of the stretch between Midlands and El Paso makes me glad there is no 
one living there who I have a desire to visit. I have driven across Texas a bunch of 
times, mostly because Pam was living in Arizona and I had decided to visit her family. I 
would be crossing Texas in the winter, which isn’t a very pretty time any place. 

Between Atlanta and Dallas the scenery was OK. After that, the landscape became 
increasingly bleak. By the time I arrived at the 1-20 and 1-10 merge, I had figured out the 
reason for all the dead skunks on the highway. A poor critter can stand only so much 
bleak. I learned to live with the smell of smushed skunks but I never got 
fond of the odor. I suspect that self-serve gas stations started in west 
Texas. No one wants to put gas in a car that has squished a bunch of 
skunks. 

During one trip, I was nearing the 1-20 and 1-10 merge, when I spotted a roadrunner 
running along side the highway. A few seconds later I passed a road killed coyote. I 
thunk, “Oh my Gosh! That cartoon of the Coyote and Road Runner are for real!” 

After Pam moved from Mesa to Houston, I drove a different route to visit the ski places. 
Houston was too far out of my way. I still drove across Texas, the panhandle part. I 
had a dumb, often wrong, idea that winter driving would be more friendly if I stayed on a 
southern route. With some winter storms, the driving on 1-40 isn’t fun at all in Texas, 
Oklahoma, and New Mexico. 

There is a fair chance that I will never visit anywhere in Texas again. If I do, it will be 
the drive across the panhandle on 1-40. It isn’t that I hate Texas; I suspect there are lots 
of interesting things to visit there. I just think of other places when I am in the gypsy 
mode. 
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Scratch, the Carport Cat 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
November 2004 

If I ever take on the care keeping of another Pet, I pray that someone shoots me. I have 
taken a vow that I would drop dead before I owned another pet. 

All of my pets have been given to me free; making me the owner of a mongrel, mutt, 
alley cat, or a colorful tweety bird. I would care for their health as best I could. When 
they became too pitiful with old age, I would arrange a trip to pet Heaven. Some of them 
have croaked on their own; a few I had to help along. 

I must admit, some mornings when I look out the patio door to the deck, I think of 
Sheba. She used to lay by the door looking in to see her beloved friend...ME. She 
seemed to adore me, which is more attention than the other animals around here give. 

On occasion, Scratch, the carport cat would follow me about, begging for a hand job. I 
would stroke and pet him a few minutes; then he would wander away. In his last 
geriatric days, he seemed to think he was a dog. He moved to the back deck, taking 
over Sheba’s spot, and he quit burying his poop. I hate trodding in puppy poo, but I 
really, REALLY, hate smushing cat poop. As you might guess, during the last days of 
Scratch’s life, I was obligated to feed him and bury his poop before someone stepped in 
it and tracked it inside the house. 

My last words to Scratch, just before I pulled the trigger, were, “Good Bye you old 
poop!” I borrowed that line from an old movie titled “On Golden Pond”. Kathryn 
Hepburn sed it to Henry Fonda when she thought he was about to croak. 
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Bear and Sheba 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
May 2004 

While Conna was doing the Hair Saloon gig downstairs, a 
melee took place outside on the patio. A raccoon had 
invaded the property of Sheba and Bear. When Conna told 
me, I had a sinking feeling. That is not normal raccoon 
behavior. I checked it out. Sure enough, there was an 
addled, staggering coon. He was demanding squatter’s 
rights. Ultimately, the Dekalb County Animal Control was called to pick up the coon. 
Since the dogs were mixing it up with the coon, they were picked up also. 

Despite my attachment for Sheba, I had been worrying about what to do about the two 
dogs. They are getting old and arthritic. I have been thinking Doggy Heaven for some 
time now. Now it is out of my hands. Tutu says maybe it is a blessing in disguise, but it 
doesn’t feel that way to me. Not yet anyway. 

The carport cat never goes into the back yard. It abandoned that territory when we put 
dogs back there. Scratch was not involved with the raccoon fracas. Unfortunately for 
me, Scratch is an old rascal like me. I am going to need to make some kind of Kitty 
Heaven decision about his future sometime soon. Maybe I will try to keep him 
comfortable until fall. Life seems precious, even if the Good Lord saw fit to make it 
temporary. 

Bear and Sheba won’t be coming back. When the coon and the dogs were picked up, 
the dogs were slated for a quarantine watch, depending on the outcome of the coon’s 
rabies test. When the coon tested rabid, the dog’s fates were sealed. 

I pulled the Bear & Sheba file. I rediscovered their age and history. They were both 
pups in 1994. Their original owner had adopted them from the County’s Animal Shelter, 
in the spring of 94. She had paid to have them neutered and immunized. They were 
both mixed breed castoffs, Vera and Dave Anderson had saved them from euthanasia. 

The Andersons were about the age of Pam. Dave had been a Mormon missionary, from 
Orem Utah. Vera was a local Georgia Peach. They had met, married, and had a couple 
kids. When I met up with Vera, she had two kids, three dogs, and a husband who 
moved back to Utah, taking the oldest son with him. She was planning to join him, with 
her youngest son, and one dog. Her plans included finding homes for Bear and Sheba, 
they were too large to keep. Her other dog was a small house pet. Bear and Sheba had 
been outside pets who had lived in a crawl space under the Anderson house. Vera had 
tapped all her friends, and her church, trying to find a home. NO Dice! There was no 
room at the Inn! 

Vera was one of Conna’s hair folks. One day Vera was here getting a hair fix. She 
asked, “CB, would you do me a big favor?” 

I said, “Sure Vera, what do you need?” 

She said, “I am moving to Utah to be with Dave, I can’t take Bear and Sheba, and I can’t 
find them a home. Will you take them to the Animal Control for me?” 
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Marne was visiting Nani and Papa at the time. Marne said, “I will take both the dogs. 
Brian has a dog, we can keep two more”. 

Vera said, with tears in her eyes, “Oh how WODERFUL! God has answered my 
prayers!” 

With a fake smile, I silently said, “Aargh!” I knew Marne didn’t have a good place to 
keep dogs, nor did I think Brian would go along with keeping two mixed breed mutts. 
Brian’s dog was a pampered hunting dog, which had cost a bunch of money to buy. A 
short time later Brian’s dog got out in traffic and was smushed. Occasionally I kid Marne 
and ask her, “When are you going to come take your dogs home?” She just grins at me. 

Matthew, our youngest grandson, helped me collect Sheba and Bear. I hauled them 
home and fixed them a shelter. We have been feeding, debugging, brushing and petting 
them since the summer of 97. The promised trip to the Animal Control Center didn’t 
happen until the coon fracas. 

Both the dogs have been limping for a couple years. They were getting old and arthritic. 
Both would struggle to get up but could still chase squirrels who might venture too 
close. Over the years they have killed a couple possums and a bunch of mourning 
doves. The doves get busy picking up spilled seed from our bird feeders and Sheba 
would ambush them occasionally. She liked to eat em’. 

Anyway, since the dogs were fighting and were bitten by the raccoon, I didn’t plan to 
recover them. I had already considered having them put to sleep before winter came 
again. It is hard work to dig graves in frozen ground. I had planned to bury them out 
back near Shatzi. Shatzi was our dog from 1970 until 1985. She is buried out by a 
clump of azalea bushes. I loved that dog almost as much as she loved us. 

I think Bear and Sheba would get along fine with Shatzi. If there is a doggie heaven, 
maybe they will meet up. 



Brittany and Bear 


Faithful Sheba 
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Dogs: Man's Best Friend? 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
16 December 2006 

During the past 77 years several dogs have owned me. 

The first was a black Chesapeake retriever named 
Rex. Actually Rex was supposed to be my dad’s dog, 
but supposedly Rex switched his affections to me. I 
was only a baby, so I don’t remember the dog at all. 

The tales told by my folks are my only memory of Rex. 

Supposedly, anyone who might get close to me might 
be challenged by Rex. He would bare his teeth and 
growl. According to my dad, Rex was a ‘great’ duck 
dog. He would break ice to retrieve a downed duck, 
and might chase a wounded duck under water, if it tried 
to pull a submarine escape. 

Understandably, the next dog in my life was also named Rex. However, that dog liked Jack 
better than it did me. Everyone considered it to be Jack’s dog; however, I secretly figured 
Rex was mine too. He was also a good hunting dog; he could scare up pheasants from 
cover that other dogs had already scouted. He had one flaw in his flushing technique; he 
would flush birds out at the limits of shotgun range. Many of the birds he flushed would be 
about 6 inches beyond where my shotgun could reach. He seemed to go deaf when he 
was excited about flushing a bird. I yelled, “Get back here!” a thousand times, he never 
came once. I also threatened to shoot him if he didn’t come; he knew I was bluffing. 

Rex was more than a hunting pal; he was also a good sled dog. We would harness him to 
a sled in the winter time, or a wheeled cart in the summer. He would pull either for miles, 
running all the way. We all missed him when he went missing and didn’t come back. 
Periodically he would go missing; probably scouting for a girl friend. When he didn’t return, 
we supposed he had messed with the wrong gal. Jack suspected a neighbor had scragged 
him. We didn’t know about leash laws in the olden days. Sometime a grouchy old cooter 
would scragg a neighbor’s pet; there wasn’t any Animal Control office to complain to. 

Other dogs who have owned me, or pestered me, have been Schatzi, Trubble, Lady, Bear, 
and Sheba. Each had a history too long to cover with a Torrey Story. I just think about 
them occasionally, it gives me a warm, fuzzy feeling. 

The weirdest hunting dog I ever heard about was Bart. He is the dog that owned my 
nephew Mike Austin. Bart was used to retrieve ducks, geese, sage grouse, etc...but his 
favorite retrieve was bringing in skunks. He would range out and retrieve live skunks. He 
didn’t seem to mind the way they smelled; however Mike didn’t like it. Mike would close 
down hunting after about the second skunk retrieve. He had used up all the camp’s tomato 
juice trying to de-stink Bart. So much for a relaxing bloody Mary at the end of a hard day’s 
hunting. 

SKRAGGED is a Lil Abner term. I learned it from reading comic strips when I was a kid. The Skrags 
were a family of ornery rascals; who lived in Skunk Hollow. When they would beat up someone, or 
shoot em’; Lil’ Abner would say they had been Skragged. The good folks lived in Dog Patch. 



Schatzi 
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Deer and Other Wild Life 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
10 January 2005 


This morning Pam and Conna looked out the 
kitchen window and spotted a couple deer in 
our back yard; they were munching on some 
clumps of monkey grass. Apparently deer will 
eat almost any plant. Conna sneaked out 
quiet enough to take some pictures. 

For our friends who live out west, seeing deer 
eat your yard plants is probably quite 
common. Until a few years ago we would 
see deer down by the creek in back. I would 
occasionally find deer scat and deer tracks in 
our back yard. Marlyss has deer come into 
her yard almost every night to eat her grass 
and bushes. They have totally eaten up a few hundred $s worth of hawthorn bushes. 
The rascals nibbled them all the way to the ground. 

Us folks in town don’t expect to see deer in our yard; we get excited when we do see 
one. Just about Christmas we had four deer wandering about in the front yard. There 
were three does and a buck. I think the two deer this morning are the same deer we 
saw then. 

Pam and Conna saw a third deer but the sapsucker had run away before I could peek. 

I think God is trying to cheer me up; He knows I love wild critters. 

(dad wrote this the day before his cancer surgery) 



The day before surgery 
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Yesteryear... 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
15 February 2005 

This year is a far cry from last year. A year ago this time I would be hearing Bear, 
Sheba, and Scratch hollering for breakfast. It didn’t matter what time of morning it was, 
if they perceived I was up and about, the whining and meowing began. 

I would feed Bear, the hog, his breakfast on the downstairs patio; Sheba was fed on the 
back deck, and Scratch was fed on the carport. By the time the pets were fed it was 
often time to look for a Plungergram. Life was good! 

Then disaster struck; warm weather brought a rabid coon to the dinner table. Both Bear 
and Sheba gave a valiant effort of protecting their turf. Unfortunately the rabies issue 
caused them both to be carted off by the Dekalb County Animal Control. Had the coon 
not tested positive for rabies I could have retrieved the mutts; however, that wasn’t the 
way things turned out. I really miss Sheba, especially when I feel a tad friendless. She 
was loyalty incarnate! Bear wasn’t quite so beloved. 

Later Scratch became very crippled with age. He was starting to trip over his own feet 
and on occasion to drag his hind legs instead of walking. Finally pity overcame my 
dread and I did the right thing by Scratch. I am now left with birds, squirrels, and an 
occasional deer. None of them look up at me with adoring eyes the way Sheba did. 
None of them try to follow me around like Scratch, the suckers flee for their life if I 
disturb their feeding. They use my services but don’t trust me. 
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Plumb Nelly Safari 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
17 March 2005 




If we could collect all the critters that 
have wandered into our yard while we 
have lived here, we would have a mini 
zoo. An astounding variety of birds have 
visited including a peacock and a couple 



mallard ducks. Actually the ducks were over in the neighbor’s 
swimming pool but I claim them because I saw them. We didn’t 
see the black bear that wandered past our place but he had to come this way to get to 
the neighborhood that is upstream from us; the creek down in back provides the only 
green belt for a bear to sneak along. I suppose the yapping of Sheba and Bear kept 
him on the creek side of the fence. 


For years we fed raccoons on our back patio and watched their antics through the patio 
door. I figured feeding them was easier than cleaning up after they had trashed our 
trash. I never could out smart their ability to get into a locked trash can. We mostly 
ignored the opossums that ambled by; they are such ugly critters; they look a lot like a 
fat rat with a big head. 


The Ridgeway Deer herd is the icing on the cake; deer are such beautiful creatures. I 
can’t remember why I liked to go deer hunting; it couldn’t have been because I wanted 
to kill a deer. Maybe it was for the evening campfires and the practical jokes. It has 
been decades since I could shoot one with anything but a camera. 
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Animal Kingdom 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
28 March 2005 

Dang! It’s a jungle around here! A bit ago I drove home after a trip to Home Depot. As 
I pulled up to our yard I spotted a large hawk in the middle of our lawn; it was tearing the 
dickens out of something. I could see fur or feathers were flying in all directions. As I 
pulled into the driveway the hawk took off carrying something; I presume it was his 
lunch. 

I checked out the big pile of feathers that were left behind; they had been snatched off a 
Rufous-sided Towhee. It is a bird that is smaller and slimmer than a robin but has 
similar colored feathers. We think they are a pretty bird and don’t care much for hawks 
making lunch out of one. 

I would have felt a bit more friendly toward the hawk if it had made off with one of the 
squirrels that raid the bird feeders. 



Rufous-sided Towhee 


The rufous-sided towhee is about seven inches in length. It has red-brown eyes, long black 
tail feathers and a small pointed black bill. 

Rufous-sided towhees have regional accents! Depending on where they live, the towhee's 
call will vary. Birds in the east sound nothing like birds in the west. 

http://www.nhptv.org/natureworks/rufoustowhee.htm 
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Spring's A'Cornin' 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
27 February 2005 

Technically it is still winter and we will have a few more frosty nights but it is starting to 
look like spring in some areas. The spring blooms are starting to show in the areas that 
get exposed to southern and/or western sunshine. The cherry blossoms have popped 
out on a few trees that are a few streets away. Our lawn is a grass type that goes 
dormant during the winter; it turns the color of wheat straw. Our lawn is starting to show 
signs of greening; which happens when spring is about to pop. 

I have been scattering lime and fertilizer on the lawn; I have already checked out the 
lawn mower and stocked a supply of tractor gas. I am ready to mow ze lawn! Let the 
good times roll. Lime comes in two flavors; pelletized and powdered. The pelletized 
lime is a tad easier to spread and certainly less dusty. The powdered lime is less 
expensive so I bought a load of both. I used the palletized on the front yard and the 
powder in back. The back yard looks like I dumped a load of flour back there; now I 
need a good soaking rain. 


The morning after I spread the ‘flour’ all over the back yard I noticed there are a jillion 
deer tracks back there. Apparently the deer have returned to visit us when we weren’t 
looking. It would be neat to see them again but they are shy critters. I suppose we’ll 
have to make do with watching the birds and squirrels. 
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Ridgeway Deer Herd 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
17 March 2005 

I took advantage of a nice sunny day to clean up the yard. Lots of leaves had blown in 
from the neighbors and the fescue grass in back had grown since the last cutting. I took 
a break from the leaf raking in the front yard and was standing in the house looking out 
the window at the back yard. The Ridgeway Drive deer herd was standing in our back 
yard. There were three does in our yard and a fourth just on the other side of the fence 
down by the creek. 

I called Conna to come take a peek; she grabbed her camera and sneaked out on the 
deck to take pictures. The three in the yard looked up at her as she snapped away. 
Eventually the clicking and flashing made them nervous; they hopped the fence and 
susappeared. Later when I was mowing the Fescue grass in the back I left a patch 
unmowed, just in case they decided to come back for dinner that night. I’m not sure 
what there is in our yard for them to eat but I suspect they will munch on grass. 
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Yard Varmints 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
27 July 2006 

This evening while Conna was rinsing dishes after dinner she said, “There is a deer in 
our back yard; it’s eating my plants”. I took a look; she was right! There was a deer 
happily munching on her flower bushes. 

Had that scene happened when I was about 12 years old, there would have been a mad 
scramble trying it get a gun and some bullets together. I would have had Bambi burger 
in mind. Now days we just look for our camera and hope we can sneak a ‘click’ before 
our subject susappears. Tonight Conna managed to sneak out on the back deck and 
get off three ‘clicks’ before the deer ambled away. 

Forty years ago, when I was still in a mood for getting some Bambi burger, I would drive 
for miles, and then camp in some wilderness woods. I would survive on canned beans 
and crick water. I would search high and low; I seldom saw a deer to shoot, and when I 
did, I would just look at it until it wandered away. If it weren’t for Marne’s husband, I 
would have long ago forgotten what Bambi tastes like. Now the sapsuckers wander into 
my back yard; somehow they must know I only like to look at them. 

My western friends will wonder why I am making a big deal out of a deer wandering into 
our yard; that happens out west all the time. However, in a place as busy as metro 
Atlanta; seeing a deer, bear, coyote, or a flying saucer gets your attention. I have never 
seen a flying saucer, but seeing three out of the four is still awesome. Actually I didn’t 
see the bear; though some folks near here did. The coyote was a heap of road kill out 
on the highway. 
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Venison isGood Eatin... 
by Cleston B Torrey 
1 May 2005 

Brian Wilson is able to collect about a half dozen deer annually and do it legally. 

Georgia is over run with the pretty little rascals. The Game and Fish Dept, tries to 
control the State’s deer population to about 1,000,000. There is a regular deer season 
and special hunts in over populated areas. Brian and his dad also take an annual trip to 
Canada to hunt for a trophy deer. He only brings back the head and hide. The meat is 
given to local Indians who act as guides. Brian has collected a couple heads from 
Canada that approach Boone & Crockett specs. 

I doubt if anyone could tell the difference between a filet mignon from a bison and one 
from a beef critter. Elk is also close, though elk is a tad more lean. Deer is similar, 
though the filets are smaller, and a tad more bloody when raw. Everyone in this family 
likes GOOD venison. 

As for personally killing things, I don’t do that any more. When the crazy coon was 
outside tormenting our dogs, Bear and Sheba, I got out my gun to shoot it. I took a look 
and stopped. Tutu called the Animal Control folks while I unloaded and put my gun 
away. The only way I can force myself to use live bait when fishing is to pretend the 
bait is Joe Cohoat, or JJ O’Hara, from a prior life. Then I can hook it and drag it. I 
might be thinking, “Take that you rotten sapsucker!” 



Brian Wilson in Canada 
2003 
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Manna from Heaven... 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
10 February 2005 

Today when I went to fill the bird feeder which sits just off the back patio, a mourning 
dove flew into our patio glass door. Sometimes when that happens the bird will revive 
and fly away; this time the bird croaked. Usually the neighbor’s cat, el Gato, is there to 
grab a wind fall; today I beat him to it. 

With the help of my trusty old hunting knife which has gutted deer and many fish, we 
relieved the dove of its breast nuggets. After a tad of salt, pepper, and some Cajun 
coating, we fried those tasty little morsels up....and et em’. 

Patio door glass kill beats the dickens out of road kill of any kind. However, Conna 
declined my offer to share. She probably has no clue about where meat comes from; 
she wasn’t about to eat no danged dove. 
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The Karport Kat 
by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
28 Dec 2005 

I have had experience with restoring the action of automatic lighting fixture. We had a 
motion sensor light in our carport; it would turn on at night when it sensed motion. It 
was handy when we pulled our car in after dark, it would light the way while we 
unlocked the door to our house. 

Somewhere along the way, I moved a boat into the carport. The Karport Kat, Scratch, 
liked that boat; he would use it for his bed room. His coming and going at night kept 
that light popping on, and popping off, all night long. Each time it popped on, I would 
investigate; I would wonder about prowlers and other unwanted folks. Somewhere 
along the way, I tired of the coming and going of the cat and the light popping on and 
off; I removed the bulbs from the fixture. Later when I discarded the boat, I 
procrastinated about replacing the bulbs in the sensor light. Conna reminded me a 
couple times before I restored the bulbs and checked it out. 

It was soon after that I discovered a wren has been using the carport for a bedroom. He 
uses the top of cabinet which is on the rear wall of the carport. The little rascal flies in 
front of the light when he comes and goes. I am now checking the activities of a little 
bitty bird. I’m thinking I will just put up with the little rascal. It is handy to have a light 
when we pull into the carport after dark. 

This morning I have an appointment with the 
Persian Dr. I am not real excited to be going. 

On the last visit he set my mind to thinking he 
was holding back some bad news. I don’t want 
to hear no dad burned bad news! I prefer to live 
in ignorance... 

Yesterday Conna, Marlyss, our 
granddaughters, and three great grand kids 
went to see the movie Narnia. Everyone 
enjoyed the movies except two year old 
Brooke. Her attention span faded about half 
way through the movie. Marne had to miss the 
second half of the movie to quiet the kid down. 

Only the women in the family have perilous 
adventures; I may start writing about their 
activities. 


picture taken about Jan 2005 
CB wearing his favorite cap that says, 
“This Is MY Cap! 

Everything Else Is Hers” 
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“A faithful couple who were loyal to Brigham and the Apostles that settled in Minnesota 
very early were Eli and Margaret McMean Houghton who stopped to visit their sons, 
James, Newel and George before going on to Utah and were convinced by their sons to 
stay in Minnesota in Monticello. 

After Eli’s death in December 1865 this family became the beginnings of a Branch of the 
LDS Church in Monticello. With the help of Elder Bengt Wulffenstein and other 
missionaries the Branch included the Houghton daughter Deborah and her non-member 
husband Ashley Riggs. Also included were George Riggs and his wife. Margaret 
Houghton and her daughter Laura immigrated to Utah during 1878. 

By 1990 Deborah’s descendants remained in Minnesota with surnames of Ostvig and 
Holker.” 

Excerpt from http://www.ldshistorvbloa.com/Minnesota.pdf 


183 




Eli Houghton 



7 October 1797 - 21 December 1865 


Birth • Grafton, Windham County, Vermont, United States of America 
Death • Big Lake, Sherburne County, Minnesota, United States of America 

Patriarchal blessing was given by Hyrum Smith Patriarch of The Church Of Jesus Christ March 
22 nd 1844. 

In April, 1844, In Nauvoo, II, Eli Was Ordained A Seventy by G.A. Smith and Assigned To 6th 
Quorum. 

Above information is found on Findagrave https://www.findagrave.com/memorial/80670699 
Note from Pam 

We had no idea there were any LDS members in my father’s [Cleston Bonde Torrey] 
line. In 2007 my father and sister [Marlyss Rae Torrey] went to visit Nauvoo and they 
were very surprised to find Eli Houghton’s name listed in the house of 70’s. We 
incorrectly assumed that Eli must have not followed the saints to Utah with Brigham 
Young. Then I heard from Tami on family search and found out that indeed Eli did 
remain in the church. That was exciting news for us. Obviously at some point the ones 
in my line left the church since we had no knowledge of this at all. This is a reminder to 
me that the Lord watches over our posterity and offers opportunities for them to come 
back into the fold. 

Eli Houghton found on page 21. 

http://files.lib.bvu.edu/mormonmiqration/articles/MinnesotaMormonsAHistory.PDF 
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Posted on family search by Tami, a 4th great granddaughter of Eli and Margaret 

Eli married Margaret McMean Martin in Nauvoo in 1844. She was Eli and Deborah's 
nanny. Then, instead of going west with the saints, Eli wanted to visit his sons (from his 
first wife, Deborah, who died in 1844) who were in Minnesota sending logs down the 
Mississippi river for the temple construction in Nauvoo. I believe it was their intention to 
eventually go west to Utah, but once in MN, they settled there. [Margaret left after Eli's 
death and took the youngest of their two daughters (Laura) with her and settled with her 
family (the Martin's) in Salina, UT. They are both buried in Salina. Eli & Margaret's other 
daughter, Deborah, stayed in MN with her husband Ashley Riggs who was a prominent 
man in the community - he almost got enough votes to change the capital of MN to be in 
Monticello.] 

Eli and Margaret Houghton's family were the first LDS settlers in Minnesota! From this 
line there are MANY LDS saints. I have personally been to Eli Houghton's grave site! It 
is SOOO special to me! It's in the middle of the woods just off the Mississippi River in 
Big Lake, MN. My parents know the man who owns the property so they have let us visit 
the site a few times. There are several people buried there but it is overgrown and most 
don't have headstones. Eli has his name carved in a big rock but they spelled it "ELY" 
(no dates or any other information). It is such a special place - sacred ground that you 
can feel when you're there. Eli (and Margaret) are our family heroes!! We are so grateful 
to them for bringing the gospel to us and to Minnesota. The missionaries used to stay in 
their home whenever they came through. My sweet grandmother, Isabel Ostvig, was 
taught the gospel in that home because there was no formal church until there was a 
church built in Minneapolis in 1924. They would drive the hour trip to go to church every 
week. My Dad, Robert Holker, Sr., remembers going to the Methodist Church for 
Sunday School because it was such a far commute to go twice (when you used to go to 
Sunday School in the morning, then back for Sacrament in the evening). 

Excerpt from Deseret News, Remarkable lives of 'everyday' Relief Society sisters coming to 

light as LDS organization turns 175, published March 16, 2017 

“So often it's assumed that if Latter-day Saints didn't come West with the pioneers, they 
fell away from the church. That's not necessarily true...[Margaret] Martin was baptized 
in Nauvoo in 1840. She married Eli Houghton after his first wife, Deborah Dwinell 
Houghton, died following the birth of the couple's ninth child. Eli Houghton was suddenly 
a widower with six children. He and [Margaret] Martin married a month later. The new 
family planned to go West to Utah but first detoured to Minnesota to visit Eli Houghton's 
three sons. They stayed there for a season and [Margaret] Martin's husband died 
unexpectedly, leaving her with two young children. As a result, she stayed there for 
another 13 years. They became active in a local LDS branch and helped support local 
full-time missionaries. A way opened for [Margaret] Martin and one daughter to go to 
Utah in 1878. Another daughter and her family stayed in Minnesota. Martin moved to 
Salina, Sevier County, and became a plural wife of William George Ralph Campbell 
McFadyen. She died in 1887, Spilsbury said.” [Sister Patricia L. Spilsbury, a church history 
missionary, is one of several volunteers who has compiled biographical information for these women (and 
some men) mentioned in the documents] 

https://www.deseretnews.com/article/865675710/Remarkable-lives-of-everydav-Relief-Societv- 

sisters-coming-to-liaht-as-LDS-oraanization-turns-175.html 
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Eli Houghton 

in the Membership of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, 1830-1848 


Name: 

Gender: 

Relationship to 
Primary Person: 

Father: 

Mother: 

Birth Date: 

Birth Place: 

Residences: 

LDS Church 
Ordinance Data: 

LDS Temple 
Ordinance Data: 

Comments: 


Household 

Members: 


Eli Houghton 
Male 

Self (Head) 

James Houghton 

Mary 

[Polly] 

7 Oct 1797 

Grafton, Windham, Vermont, USA 

Caldwell County, Missouri, USA 

Baptism Date: June 1836 Oakland, Ml, USA Officiator: 
Orman Houghton Ordained Seventy Date: April 1844 
Officiator: G. A. Smith 

Endowment Date: August 14, 1936 Sealed to Parents Date: 
March 24,1937 Temple: Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, UT, USA 

Eli in a petition signed January 6, 1840, wanted $1400 in 
damages. He was taken prisoner and marched to 
Richmond where he was kept two days to and released. He 
had property in Caldwell, Missouri. 

Name Relation 

Eli Houghton Self (Head) 

Margret Spouse 


Source Information 

Ancestry.com. Membership of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, 1830- 
1848[ database on-line]. Provo, UT, USA: Ancestry.com Operations, Inc., 2013. 

Original data: 

Black, Susan Easton, compiler. Membership of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter- 
day Saints, 1830-1848. 50 vols. Provo, Utah: Brigham Young University Religious 
Studies Center, 1989. Private Donor. 

Description 

A “Who’s Who” of early LDS church members with a genealogical goldmine of details. 
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On Saturday, 24 February 2018, Cleston’s daughter, Marlyss, came to take dad to her 
home in Cartersville. Conna was having a knee replacement surgery that Monday 
morning. Cleston was not able to care for himself and Pam was going to be with mom 
at the hospital. 

The plan was for dad to stay with Marlyss while mom recovered from her surgery. A 
couple days after her surgery, Mom was taken to Cartersville for her recovery in rehab 
at Townsend Park Health & Rehabilitation where granddaughter, Melinda worked. The family 
thought that after Conna was out of rehab, both she and dad would be able return to their home 
on Ridgeway Dr. Things didn’t go as planned. 

Cleston was fine the first couple of weeks but then he began to have some problems. He fell a 
couple of times. It turned out that he was having mini strokes. It took a while and 2 or 3 trips to 
the hospital for that to be determined. He got weak and his blood pressure fluctuated a lot. 

Dad was in the hospital in Rome, GA. Mom was in rehab in Cartersville. Marlyss’s house in 
half way between the two places and each place was a 30-minute drive. Marlyss made 
numerous trips between the two of them but spent the major part of her time with dad. Dad 
needed her more since he can’t see to eat his meals, plus he was so weak, and his short-term 
memory was gone so he couldn’t remember that he couldn’t get out of bed on his own. 

Marlyss would visit both mom and dad 2 or 3 times a day and would sit with them and call me to 
let me know what is going on. Dad’s left arm was numb but he still had his sense of humor. 
Marlyss said dad would wave the arm around and talk to it and tell it to wake up, or he would act 
like he was choking himself and make a funny face. 

Marlyss would call mom when she was with dad at the hospital so mom and dad could talk to 
each other. They actually did a FaceTime. Mom could see dad but of course dad’s eyesight is 
too poor so he couldn’t see mom but he could hear her voice. Marlyss said that he had a big 
smile on his face. I know they missed each other. 

Marlyss brought mom to her house at the end of March. Dad was discharged the following 
week so Marlyss had both mom and dad to care for. Marlyss said she did not feel 
overwhelmed. She tends to be laid back and takes things as they come. In that respect she is 
like dad. It did dad a world of good to have mom nearby. He always wanted to be with his 
sweetheart. By the end of April dad had to be in the hospital again. Soon after that dad was put 
on hospice. 

July 30 th , Cleston turned 89 years old. August 18 th , mom and dad had their 68 th wedding 
anniversary. 

September. Dad sleeps much of the time now. If we ask him a question about the past, he can 
talk about that. He knows all of us. When I hear his voice, it sounds strong. He is still cheerful 
and laughs with us. He expresses gratitude for any thing anyone does for him. He has 
remained a loving and kind person even through all this. 

February 11,2018, nearly a year after coming to stay with Marlyss, Cleston passed away. 
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Cleston’s Philosophy On Life’s Choices 

by Cleston Bonde Torrey 
22 May 2006 

I have long believed that our self-perception of free agency might be faulty. It seems 
too many of us have done self-destructive things, when reason would tell us to take 
another path. 

Somehow we seem to have a certain instinct for our individual behavior modes when 
we are born. Granted, environment can modify our behavior; good parents raise more 
good kids than bad parents. 

From what my parents told me of my childhood, they had a problem with my lack of 
protecting my property. I would give my stuff to other kids. When asked why, I would 
tell them, “Well? He wanted it”. They would make me go retrieve it, which would 
embarrass me. When I was two they had given me a red wagon for Christmas. I gave 
it away soon after. I don’t remember the incident at all, but I had to listen to that story a 
jillion times. Apparently I squalled and bawled about being forced to go retrieve the 
thing. 



They had a photo of a little kid standing by a wagon. The photo is black and white, so I 
can’t verify if the wagon was red. I had to assume they were telling the truth, I never 
caught them lying to me. 










Cleston, Dec 2014 

Notes from Pam - June 2016 

I have often heard dad express the idea that we are hard wired to be a certain way, so when 
I was going through some of the “Torrey Stories” mom has saved over the years and found 
this old email, I wanted to include it. It is possible we may yet find some more tales from dad 
that we could share with others. I find myself reading through dad’s old emails and I enjoy 
reading his ramblings. 

Dad has expressed one regret. When thinking about his brother Jack, dad has expressed 
that he regretted not treating his brother better. Dad said he would be a better brother if he 
could do it over. The two of them did become good friends. 
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Obituary for Cleston Bonde Torrey 

(30 July 1929-11 February 2019) 

Cartersville, GA - Cleston Bonde Torrey, 89, was 
reunited with his parents and deceased loved ones on 
Monday, February 11,2019. 

Cleston was born on July 30, 1929 in American Fork, 

Utah, to the late Ross Houghton Torrey and Esther Mae 
Bonde. His memory will forever be cherished by all his 
family. He is survived by his wife Conna Rae Horrocks 
of over 68 years. He was a loving husband, a devoted 
father, brother, uncle, grandfather, great grandfather, 
and friend. He is also survived by two daughters, Pam 
(Brian) Gross, Marlyss (Mike) Turner, one son, Cleston R Torrey, 5 grandchildren, Marne (Brian) 
Wilson, Melinda Gregg, Brian T Gross, Michael (Kathleen) Turner, Matthew Turner, and 5 great 
grandchildren, Cole Wilson, Brittany Edrington, Brooke Wilson, Clayton Turner, Bristol Gregg, 
and nephews and nieces. 

Cleston served in the Korean War. His first tour with the army in Korea was a short one. It 
changed his destiny. The Gl Bill gave him a way to experience some college exposure. Two 
years after being discharged from the army, he was called back into service. Because of his 
college classes he was sent to Radar school. The radar class lasted 9 months. His duty as 
radar repair technician, back at Hanford, WA, lasted only a few months. He was discharged 
back to civilian life. The electronic training from the radar school helped him get a job with RCA. 
Cleston worked for RCA the rest of his working career. 

Cleston loved the outdoors and all that goes with it such as fishing, water skiing, snow skiing, 
exploring, and taking pictures. When he was young, he did go on deer hunts but lost the desire 
for the hunt and took up the camera instead. He had a tender heart for all God’s creatures. 
Cleston was an honest hard-working man who loved all his family and had quite a few good 
friends that were just like family. One of his sayings was “Mi Casa Su Casa” and he meant it 
with all his heart. He was a gracious host. He was always grateful for anything anyone did for 
him. 

A graveside service will be held on Tuesday, February 19, 2019 at 2:30 pm at the 
Georgia National Cemetery: 2025 Mount Carmel Church Lane, Canton, GA 30114. 

There will be no viewing, only a short graveside service. 



Thanks to Amedisys Hospice for all their help 

In lieu of flowers please make donation to your favorite charity in Cleston’s name. 

Parnick Jennings Funeral Home and Cremation Services is honored to serve 
the family of Cleston Bonde Torrey 


189 










Cleston Bonde Torrey 
Eulogy - 20 February 2019 
By Pamela Torrey Gross 


Cleston Bonde Torrey was born on July 30, 

1929 to Ross Houghton Torrey and Esther 
Mae Bonde. Ross and Esther lived in 
American Fork, Utah. Cleston was born at 
home and was their first child. Two more 
children came to his family, a brother, Jack, 
and a sister. Cleston dearly loved his sister, 

Patty, and even though he was only 4 years 
old when Patty was born, he wanted this baby 
sister to be his. Cleston would push her 
around the block in a baby carriage. He was 
always protective of her. 

Cleston loved all his family. Many of his 
Bonde aunts and uncles from Idaho would 
come live with his parents during the school 
year. Friends and neighbors often stopped 
by. His father would never lock the door 
because someone might need to come in and 
sleep or have a meal. Cleston’s childhood 
home was full of family and love. 

Cleston and his father were best friends and Taken September 2010 

loved hunting, fishing, and prospecting. 

Being out in the wilderness was Cleston’s dream. He told of this in one of his stories. When 
mom and dad were first married and very new to sharing things, dad took mom on some what 
he called “hairy” camping trips. He wrote, “To call them camping trips is blatant 
misrepresentation; sort of like calling the Bataan Death March a hiking experience. We didn’t 
really go to be camping; we went so I could hunt, fish, water ski, hike, climb, and look about. 
The wilderness experience was my pipe dream, and the bare bones camping gear was my 
oversight.” 

Dad liked to do things on the spur of the moment plus he enjoyed playing tricks on people or 
surprising people. One of those surprises happened when I was a young girl. Dad loaded 
the family up in the car and we drove to Aunt Pats home over 300 miles distance. Dad never 
told his sister that we were coming. Of this experience he wrote, “We had caught her by 
surprise; we hadn’t received any invitation, nor had we forewarned her. We also had 
forgotten to tell her that we had invited Ralph and Margaret, and Jack and Jaye to meet us 
there. It was a lot of fun to watch the shock of surprise when we all showed up about the 
same time. Pat missed only one moment, then tucked it in and turned on the hospitality. You 
would have to know Pat and Howard to appreciate such instantaneous acceptance of 
“company is here”. Not a shriek was to be heard. We had caught her in the middle of some 
serious house cleaning and laundry duties for a family of six.” 

When my husband and I lived in Mesa, AZ dad suddenly showed up at my door one 
afternoon. I knew dad wanted to come west to go ski but I had no idea he had already left 
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Georgia. Of course, I was thrilled to see my dad so unexpectedly, but I did ask him, what if I 
had not been home. He just said he would have waited for me to return home. Dad never 
did worry about things not in his control. 

When Cleston was 17, he joined the army. He ended up in Korea for about a year. After 
being discharged, he got a job working at Geneva Steel Mill at their blast furnace. Of that 
experience, he wrote, “I knew right away that attending a blast furnace wasn't a permanent 
career plan.” 

His first tour with the army in Korea was a short one. It changed his destiny. The Gl Bill gave 
him a way to experience some college exposure. He was only a year behind his high school 
classmates who had the resources to attend college immediately after high school 
graduation. 

Two years after being discharged from the army, he was called back into service. Because 
of his college classes he was sent to Radar school. He wrote, “The radar class lasted 9 
months. My duty as radar repair technician, back at Hanford, WA lasted only a few months. I 
was discharged back to civilian life. The electronic training from the radar school helped me 
get a job with RCA” 

Cleston worked for RCA the rest of his working career. RCA moved our family to California 
and then to Atlanta, GA. Dad always thought he would one day return to Utah but with all his 
children, grandchildren, and now great grandchildren in Georgia, Georgia was now home. 

It has been said that the most important thing a father can do for his children is to love their 
mother. I have never doubted that my father loved our mother. He showed his love in deed 
and in words. We also knew that he loved us. Dad loved his family more than he loved 
anything else. Family was everything to dad. Every night was family night. We always 
played together, ate meals together, and spent many hours together. Dad planned lots of 
family vacations of camping, picnicking, boating and water skiing. 

Dad loved all his family. He honored his parents. His father was his best friend. He 
cherished his mother and he also cherished his mother in law. I grew up not realizing there 
were two sides to the family. As far as I could tell we were all one big happy family. 

Long before we were born our Heavenly Father prepared and planned the plan of happiness. 
We all lived in a family, one big family, before we were born. Because our Heavenly Father 
loved us and wanted us to progress, He prepared a plan of happiness or as some call it, the 
plan of salvation. The purpose of the plan is to allow us the privilege of living forever as our 
Heavenly Father lives. 

I will miss my earthly father but I know he is now in a better place and I know that he is now 
with his loved ones that have already died. I am sure it was a glorious reunion. I also know 
that one day I will join in that glorious reunion and will be with my father and other loved ones 
once again. 

I am grateful for all our Lord and Savior has done for us. It is only because of Him, that we 
can one day be with our families forever. There will be no more goodbyes. There will be no 
more pain and suffering. It is only because of the Atonement of Jesus Christ that all people 
will be resurrected and saved from physical death. Our spirit will be reunited with our body, 
never to be separated again, no longer subject to disease or pain or death. Heavenly 
Father’s plan is indeed a Plan of Happiness. 

I say these things in the name of Jesus Christ, amen. 
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Cleston Bonde Torrey - Eulogy 2 



Cleston Bonde Torrey born 30 July 1929 
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Fan Chart from familysearch.org on Cleston’s mother’s line - May 2020 

□□ 

\P Family Search 



May 2016 


Conna and Cleston Torrey 
A lifetime together 







